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REV.  H.  H.  ROTTMANN 

Field  Secretary  Christian  Endeavor  Work,  Western  Canada, 
Wisconsin,  Minnesota  and  Dakotas 
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LI  AD  IMG 
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(Courtesy  Vancouver  Tourist  Association) 


SOUVENIR    PROGRAMME 


JFift^^ntif  ^nnucil  Cljrnir^ntian 


OF  THE 


HELD   IN 


FIRST   BAPTIST   CHURCH,  Vancouver,  B.  C. 
August  30-31,  September  1-2,  1911 


CONVENTION    THEME:      SERVICE" 


Courageous 

OUR  MOTTO:    ^WPk  t"^  Constant 

tliustasttt 
Iscful 


THE  OFFICERS  AND  MEMBERS  OF  THE  VANCOUVER 
LOCAL  UNION  EXTEND  A  CORDIAL  WELCOME  AND 
HEARTIEST  GREETINGS  TO  THE  CHRISTIAN  ENDEA- 
VORERS    AND     FRIENDS    ATTENDING     THE    CONVENTION 


REV.  I.  W.  WILLIAMSON 

General  Sec'y.  B,  C.  Sunday  School 

Association 

Who  has  charge  of  the  Music  of  the  Convention 


REV.  J.  C.  SWITZER,  B     \ 

Wesley  Methodist  Church,  Vancouver 


OFFICERS 


PROVINCIAL 

HON.    PRESIDENT 

J.  B.  Mathers  ----- 

PRESIDENT 

D.  J.  McPhail,  B.  A. 

1st  VICE-PRESIDENT 

Rev.  J.  W.  Woodside,  M.  A., 

2nd   VICE-PRESIDENT 


Vancouver,  B.  C. 
Vancouver,  B.  C. 
Vancouver,  B.  C. 
Nanaimo,  B.  C. 


W.  R.  Manson      _     _     _     _ 

3rd   VICE-PRESIDENT 

I'rof.  A.  E,  Etherington        -  -  New  Westminster,  B.  C. 

SECRETARY-TREASURER 
W.  J.   Hogg        ----- 
FIELD   SECRETARY 

Rev.  H.  H.  Rottmann  _  _  _ 

TRUSTEES 

F.  A.  Cleland  ----- 
H.  0.  Lamb  ----- 
M.  Stark  ----- 

Alex.  Munro  ----- 
R.  W.  Coleman  _  _  _  _ 


Vancouver,  B.  C. 

Vancouver,  B,  C. 

Vancouver,  B.  C. 
Aldergrove,  B.  C. 

Nanaimo,  B.  C. 
Vancouver,  B.  C. 

Victoria,  B.  C. 


PASTORAL  TRUSTEES 

Rev.  H.  A.  Carson,  B.  A.      - 

Rev.  S.  J.  Thompson  _  _  _ 

Rev.  W.  A.  GifFord     - 

Rev.  H.  F.  Perry,  D.  D. 

Rev.  R.  Milliken,  B.  D. 

Rev.  Merton  Smith     -  -  - 


Miss  C.  McKenzie 


Victoria,  B.  C. 

Nanaimo,  B.  C. 

New  Westminster,  B.  C. 

Vancouver,  B.  C. 

Vancouver,  B.  C. 

Vancouver,  B.  C. 

JUNIOR  SUPERINTENDENT 

Vancouver,  B.  C. 


INTERMEDIATE  SUPERINTENDENT 


Miss  G.  Warner 


Vancouver,  B.  C. 


VANCOUVER  LOCAL  UNION 
Mr.  R.  O.  Boult  ----- 

Mr.  H,  M,  Cribb         ----- 

CONVENTION  OFFICERS 
Mr.  F.  A.  Cleland       ----- 
Mr.  W.  J.  Hogg  -  - 

Mr.  Jas.  Rankin  _  -  _  _ 

Mr.  C.  Stainsby  -  -  - 

Mr.  R.  O.  Boult  -  _  -  - 

Miss  E,  Heather         _  _  -  - 

Mr.  C,  L,  Fillmore      -  -  -  - 

Rev.  I.  W.  Williamson 
Mr.  H.  M.  Cribb         -  -  _  _ 


President 
Secretary 

Chairman 
Secretary 


Committee 


Music 
Billeting 
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REV.  D.  A.  POLING 

General  Secretary  Ohio  Christian  Endeavor  Union 
Columbus,  Ohio 


WEDNESDAY,  AUGUST  30th 

EVENING 

7.00     Reception  and  Registration. 

7.45     Praise  Service.     Under  leadership  of  Rev.  I.  W.  Williamson. 

Rev.   H.  A.  Carson  presiding. 
8.00     Opening  Exercises. 

Address  of  Welcome- 
Mr.  R.  0.  Boult,  President  Vancouver  Local  Union, 
Response  for  Delegates  — 

Mr.  T.  F.  Phillips,  President  Westminster  Local  Union. 
8.30     Solo  and  Offering. 

Appointment  of  Committees. 

8.45     Address,   ''Christian  Citizenship."      Rev.  H.  H.  Rottmann,  B.  C.   Field 
Secretary  of  Christian  Endeavor. 


THURSDAY  AFTERNOON,  AUGUST  31st 

2.30     Denominational  Rallies. 


EVENING 

7.00     Open  Air  Service  (weather  permitting),  under  leadership  of  Rev.  I.  W. 
Williamson  and  Rev.  H.  H,  Rottmann. 

Parade  of  all  Young  People's  Societies  to  Convention  Church. 
7.45     Song  Service.     Led  by  Rev.  I.  W.  WilHamson. 
Rev.  H.  A.  Carson  presiding. 

8.00    Address,    **The   Church   of  To-morrow."     Rev.  J.  C.  Switzer,  B.  A., 
Wesley  Methodist  Church,  Vancouver. 

8.40     Music  and  Offertory. 

8.50    Address,  ''Why  I  Believe  in  Christian  Endeavor."    Rev.  D.  A.  Poling, 
General  Secretary  for  Ohio  State  Union. 


(Courtesy  Vancouver  Tourist  ArsDciation) 
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For  the 

Thirteenth  International 

Sunday  School  Convention 

San  Francisco,  June  20-27,  1911 

W.  N.  Hartshorn,  -  Chairman 
Marion  Lawrance,  Gen'l.  Secretary 
E.  O.  Elxcell,       -      Music  Director 


CALIFORNIA  GENERAL  COMMITTEE 

H.   H.  BELL         -         -  -  -  Chairman 

ROBT.  HUSBAND,  -  Chairman  Music 
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A  little  bit  of  love 202 

Abide  with  Me 270 

All  hail  Immanuel 240 

All  hail  the  power  of  Jesus 1 

All  the  way  my  Savior  leads 138 

America 353 

As  a  volunteer 50 

All  people  that  on  earth 358 

Blest  be  the  tie 269 

Break  Thou  the  bread 288 

Bring  them  in 219 

Come  Thou  Almighty  King 287 

Count  your  blessings 134 

Day  is  dying  in  the  west 106 

Delay  not,  delay  not 356 

Doxology c 358 

Fade,  fade,each  earthly  joy 259 

God  save  the  King 354 

Grace  enough  for  me 37 

Growing  dearer  each  day 22 

He  is  so  precious  to  me 25 

Help  somebody  today 5 

Holy  Bible,  book  divioe 114 

Holy  Ghost  with  love  divine 257 

Holy,  holy,  holy 291 

Holy  Spirit,  faithful  Guide 272 

How  firm  a  foundation 246-247 

I  love  Him 133 

I  love  Thy  kmgdom  Lord 286 

I  love  to  tell  the  story 168 

I'll  be  a  sunbeam 207 

I  will  not  forget  thee 103 

In  the  cross 260 

Jesus  I  my  cross  have  taken 268 

Jesus  Savior  pilot  me 258 

Jesus  shall  reign 299 

Just  the  love  of  Jesus  51 

Just  when  I  need  Him  most 12 

Keep  the  heart  singmg. 88 


Let  Him  in 55 

Little  evangels 214 

Little  soldiers 209 

Little  stars 229 

Little  sunbeams 213 

Lord  our  Lord 357 

Love  divine 248 

Loyalty  to  Christ 23 

Majestic  sweetness  sits  en 266 

More  about  Jesus 139 

More  like  the  Master 122 

My  faith  looks  up  to  Thee 263 

My  Jesus  I  love  Thee 271 

My  Shepherd 355 

Nearer  my  God  to  Thee 262 

0  love  that  wilt  not  let  me  go ... .  281 

0  that  will  be  glory 40 

Oh,  for  a  thousand  tongues. .  f . . .  284 

Onward  christian  soldiers 245 

Open  the  door  for  the  children 74 

Rock  of  ages. . , 254 

Savior,  like  a  shepherd 285 

Scatter  sunshine 46 

Somebody  knows 230 

Sun  of  my  soul 264 

Sweet  hour  of  prayer 267 

The  birds  nest 208 

The  children's  hosanna 218 

The  church  in  the  wildwood 206 

The  Glory  Song 40 

The  King's  business 10 

The  offering „ 135 

The  son  of  God  goes  forth  to .... .  249 

The  way  of  the  cross  leads. ......     21 

The  wonderful  story 28 

What  a  friend \...  265 

Where  He  leads  me 203 

While  shepherds  watched .....  261 

Will  there  be  any  stars 41 

Wonderful  Savior 169 
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No.  1.      All  Hail  the  Power  of  Jesus'  Name. 


Edward  Perronet. 


Oliver  Holden. 


m 


kku=^=^^^ 


i^^ 


* 


1.  All       hail  the  pow'r  of      Je  -  sus' name,  Let     an  -  gels  pros-trate 

2.  Crown  Him,  ye  morn-ing    stars    of    light,  Who  fixed  this  earth-ly 

3.  Sin  -  ners, whose  love  can  ne'er  for  -  get    The  wormwood  and  the 

4.  Let       ev  - 'ry    kin-dred,  ev  - 'ry    tribe.  On    this    ter  -  res  -  trial 

5.  0        that  with  yon  -  der     sa  -  cred  throng  We     at    His  feet  may 
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fall; 
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fall; 
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Bring  forth  the  roy  -  al     di  -   a-dem.   And  crown  Him  Lord  of 

Now    hail  the  strength  of    Is-rael's  might.  And  crown  Him  Lord  of 

Go,  spread  your  tro-phies  at     His  feet,  And  crown  Him  Lord  of 

To       Him  all    maj  -  es  -  ty     as-cribe.  And  crown  Him  Lord  of 

We'll   join  the    ev  -  er  -  last-ing  song.  And  crown  Him  Lord  of 


all; 
all; 
all; 
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Bring  forth  the  roy  -  al  di  -  a  -  dem.  And  crown  Him  Lord 
Now  hail  the  strength  of  Is-rael's  might,  And  crown  Him  Lord 
Go,  spread  your  tro-phies  at  His  feet,  And  crown  Him  Lord 
To  Him  all  maj  -  es  -  ty  as-cribe,  And  crown  Him  Lord 
We'll  join  the    ev  -  er  -  last-ing  song.  And  crown  Him  Lord 


of  all. 

of  all. 

of  all. 

of  all. 

of  all. 
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No.  5. 


Help  Somebody  To-day. 


Mrs.  Prank  A.  Breck. 


COPYRIGHT,  1904,  BY  CHAS.  H.  GABRIEL. 
COPYRIGHT,  1909,  BY  E.  O.  EXCELL. 


Chas.  H.  Gabriel. 


i 


a    h    fN 


a  i  i  m  iii  hnj^m 


r^ 


1.  Look  all    a-round  you,  find  some  one  in  need,  Help  some-bod-y  to  -  day  I 

2.  Man-y    arewait-ing    a  kind,  lov-ing  word,  Help  some-bod-y  to  -  day  I 

3.  Man-y  have  bur-dens  too  heav  -  y   to  bear,  Help  some-bod-y  to-  day  I 

4.  Some  are  dis-cour-aged  and  wear-y    in  heart,  Help  some-bod-y  to-  dayl 

^  r  h  r  r  ■ .  , ..    . ,  . .  . . j^ 


:^ 


^ufl  1    '^^^ 


m-'mmm 


1^—1^ 


^^^^^^w 


'^^^^rrt 


^-^-^f^:^ 


Tho'    it    be    lit  -  tie— a   neigh-bor  -  ly   deed— Help  some-bod-y  to  -  day! 

Thou  hast  a  mes-sage,  0     let     it     be  heard,  Help  some-bod-y  to  -  day! 

Grief  is   the  por-tion  of  some  ev  - 'ry-where,  Holp  sjme-bod-y  to-day! 

Some  one  the  jour- ney  to  heav- en  should  start,  Help  some-bod-y  to-day! 
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Chorus. 
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Help  some-bod-y  to  -  day,    ,    .   Some-bod-y    a- long  life's  way;    .    .    Let 

to  -  day,  home-ward  way; 
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sor-row  be  end  -  ed ,  The  friendless  befriended ,  Oh ,  help  somebody   to  -  day  I 
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No.  10. 


Dr.  E.  T.  Cassel. 
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The  Kind's  Business. 

COPYRIGHT,    1002.  BY  E     O     EXCELL 
WORDS  AND   MUaiC. 


Flora  H.  Cassel. 
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1.  I        am    a    stran-ger  here,  with- in     a     for  -  eign  land;  My  home  is 

2.  Thi8   is    the  King's  command:  that  all  men,  ev  -  'ry-where.  Re-pent  and 

3.  My  home  is  bright -er  far    than  Shar-on's  ro  -  sy  plain,   E-ter-nal 
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far  a-way,  up  -  on  a  gdd  -  en  strand;  Am-bas  -  sa  *•  dor  to  be  of 
tm-n  a-way  from  sin's  se  -  dec  -  tive  snare;  That  all  who  will  o-bey,  with 
life  and  joy  thro '-out  its  vast    do -main;  My  So  v' reign  bids  me  tell  how 
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Chorus. 
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reahns  be-yond  thesea,    I'm  here  on   business  for    my  King. 

Him   shall  reign  for  aye,  And  that's  my  business  for    my  King.  This  is   the 

mor  -  tals  there  may  dwell,  And  that's  my  business  for    my  King. 
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mes-  sage  that  I    bring,    A  message  angels  fain  would  sing;  "Oh,  be  ye 
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reconciled,"ThussaithmyLordandKing,"Oh,  be  ye  rec-on-ciled  to    God." 
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iNo.  12, 


Just  When  I  Need  Him  Most. 


Rev.  Wm.  Pool. 


COPYRIGHT,   1B08,   BY  CHA8.  H.  GABRIEL. 
COPYRIGHT,    190S,  BY  E.  O.  EXCELU 
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Chas.  H.  aabrlel. 
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1.  Just  when  I  need  Him,  Je-3us  is  near,  Just  when  I  fal  -  ter,  just  when  I  fear; 

2.  Just  when  I  need  Him,  Je-sus  is  l\rue,  Nev-er  for-sak-ing   all  the  way  thro'; 

3.  Just  when  I  need  Him,  Je-sus  is  stiong.  Bearing  my  bur-dens  all  the  day  long; 

4.  Just  when  I  need  Him,  He  is  my  aM,    An-swer-ing  when  up-on  Him  I  call; 
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Read-y  to  help  me,  read-y  to  che£\r,  Just  when  I  need  Him  most. 
Giv  -  ing  for  bur  -  dens  pleasures  a  -  new,  Just  when  I  need  Him  most. 
For  all  my  sor  -  row  giv  -  ing  a  song.  Just  when  I  need  Him  most. 
Ten-der-ly  watch-ing    lest   I  should  fall,    Just  when  I  need  Him  most. 


Chorus. 
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Just  when  I    need  Him    most,       Just  when  I    need  Him    most; 
h      h      ^      I       -      ^^r^^       -^    A    -^    A       .     #-<^ 
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Je  -  BUS   is  near  to  com-fort  and  cheer,  Just  when  I  need  Him  most. 
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No.  2T.     The  Way  of  the  Gross  Leads  Home. 


Jessie  Brown  Pounds. 


COPYRIGHT,  1906,   BY  CHAS.  H.  GABRIEL. 
COPYRIGHT,   1007,  BY  E.  O.  EXCELL. 


Chas.  H.  Qabrlel. 
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1.  I  must  needs  go  home  by    the  way    of    the  cross,  There's  no  oth -er 

2.  I  must  needs  go    on     in     the  blood-sprinkled  way,  The  path  that  the 

3.  Then   I     bid  fare  -  well  to    the  way    of    the  world.  To  walk   in     it 
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way  but  this;  I  shall  ne'er  get  sight  of  the  Gates  of  Light, 
Sav  -  ior  trod.  If  I  ev  -  er  climb  to  the  heights  sub  -  lime, 
nev  -  er    more;     For    my  Lord  says  "Come,"  and  I    seek    my   home. 
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H  the  way  of  the  cross  I  miss. 
Where  the  soul  is  at  home  with  God. 
Where  He  waits  at   the     o-  pen  door. 
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The  way    of    the  cross  leads 
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home,  The   way     of      the  cross  leads  home;  It    is 

leads   home,  leads  home; 
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sweet  to  know,  as     I     on -ward  go,  The  way    of    the  cross  leads  home. 
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"No.  22. 
c.  H.  a. 


Growing  Dearer  Each  Day. 

COPYRIGHT,  1907,  BY  CHA6.  H.  GABRIEL. 
E.  O.  EXCELL,  OWNER. 
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Chas.  H.  Gabriel. 
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1.  How   sweet  is  the  love  of  my  Savior  1 'T  is  bound-less  and  deep  as  the  sea;  And 

2.  I         know  He  is  ev-er  be-sideme!   E  -  ter  -   ni-ty  on -ly  will  prove  The 

3.  Wher-ev  -  er  Heleadslwillfol-low,  Thro 'sor- row,  or  shadow,  or  sun;  And 

4.  Some  day  face  to  face  I  shall  see  Him,  And  oh,    what  a  joy   it  will  be     To 
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best      of  it  all,  it  is  dai  -  ly  Grow-ing   sweet -er  and  sweeter  to   me. 
height  and  the  depth  of  His  mercy,  And  the  breadth  of  His  in  -  fi-nite  love, 
tho'       I  betriedinthefur-nace,  I    can   say,  "Lord,  Thy  will  be  it    done." 
knowthatHislove,  now  so  precious,  Will  for-ev  -    er  grow  sweeter  to   mel 
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Chorus. 
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Dear       -        er  and 

Dear  -  er  each  day, 


Sweet 

Sweet-er     to 


er  and  sweeter  to    me,     . 

grow    -    ing  sweet-er     to 
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dear  -  er  each    day; 

grow      -       ing    dear  -  er  each  day; 


Oh,        won    ■ 

Oh,  won  -  der  ■ 


der  -  ful  love  of   my 

ful  love,  love     of     my 
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Sav  -  ior.  Grow  -  ing     dear       -        -       er 

Sav    -     ior,     Grow    -  ing     dear  -  er     and    dear  -  er 
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each  step  of    my   way! 

each     step    of      my      way! 
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No.  23. 


Dr.  e.  T.  Cassel. 


Loyalty  to  Christ. 
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1.  From  0  -  ver  hill  and  plain  There  comes  the  signal  strain,  'Tisloy-al-ty,  loy-al-ty, 

2.  0    hear,  ye  brave, the  sound  That  moves  the  earth  around,'Tis  loy-al-ty,  loy-al-ty, 

3.  Come,  join  our  loy-al  throng,We'll  rout  the  giant  wrong,  'Tis  loy-al-ty,  loy-al-ty, 

4.  The  strength  of  youth  we  lay  At     Je-sus'  feet  to-day, 'Tisloy-al-ty,  loy-al-ty 
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loy-al-ty  to  Christ;  Its   mu-sic  rolls  a -long,      The  hills  take  up  the  song, 

loy-al-ty  to  Christ;  A  -  rise  to  dare  and  do,      Eing  out  the  watchword  true, 

loy-al-ty  to  Christ;  Where  Sa-tan's  banners  float  We'll  send  the  bu  -  gle  note, 

loy-al-ty  to  Christ;  His  gos-pel  we'll  proclaim    Thro'-out  the  world's  do-main 
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Chorus. 
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Of  loy-al-ty,  loy-al-ty,  Yes,  loy-al-ty  to  Christ.  ** On    to   vic-to-ryl  On  to 
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victory  I  "Cries  our  great  Commander;  "On!" We'll  move'at  His  command, 

great  Commander;  "On!" 
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We'll  soonpos-sessthe  land.  Thro' loy-al-ty,  loy-al-ty,  Yes, loy-al-ty  to  Christ. 
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He  Is  So  Precious  to  Me. 
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1.  So  pre-cious  is    Je  -  sus,  my  Sav-ior,  my  King,  His  praise  all  the  day  long 

2.  He  stood  at  my  heart's  door  'mid  sunshine  and  rain,  And  pa-tient-ly  wait  -  ed 

3.  I  stand  on  the  moun-tain  of  bless  -  ing  at   last,    No  cloud  in  theheav-ens 

4.  I  praise  Him  be-cause  He  ap-point-ed    a  place  Where,  someday,  thro'  faith  in 


^ 


with  rap  -  ture  I  sing;  To  Him  in  my  weak-ness  for  strength  I  can  cling, 
an  en-trance  to  gain;  What  shame  that  so  long  He  en  -  treat  -  ed  in  vain, 
a  shad  -  ow  to  cast;  His  smile  is  up  -  on  me,  the  val  -  ley  is  past, 
His  won- der-ful  grace,  I  know  I  shall  see  Him— shall  look  on  His  face, 
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For   He    is      bo  pre-cious  to      me.  For   He    is      so    pre-cious  to 
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pre-cious    to     me, 

me,    .     .      .    For   He  is 
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so  pre-cious     to    me; 

pre-cious  to   me;     .     .      . 'T  is  heaven  be- 
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low  My  Re-deem -er    to  know,  For  He     is     so  pre-cious  to     me. 
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The  Wonderful  Story. 
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1.  0      sweet    is  the  sto-ry  of    Je-sus,The    won  -  der-ful  Sav-ior  of    men, 

2.  He    came  from  the  brightest  of  glo-ry;  His    blood  .as    a  ran-som  He    gave, 

3.  His   mer  -  cy  flows  on  like  a    riv-er;  His    love    ir.  unmeasured  and  free; 


Who  suf  -  fered  and  died  for  the  sm-ner,— I'll  tell  it  a-^^ainand  a  -  gaini 
To  pur  -  chase  e  -  ter-nal  redemption;  And,  0  He  is  mighty  to  save! 
His     grace    is  for-ev-er  suf-fi-cient.  It    reach -es  and  pu-ri-fies   me. 
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won       -       der-ful,  wonderful  sto     -     ry.      The    dear      ••      est  that 

won-der-ful  sto     -      -     ry,  0     won-der-ful  sto  -  ry.  The    dear-est  that  ev- 
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glo       -       ry,  The  wonderful 

I'll     re  -  peat   it      in    glo  -  ry.  The 
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that 
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told; 

ev  -  er    was  told; 
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I'll  re-peat  it    in 
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Where  I     . 
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ry,      wnere  i     .      .      .   shall  His  beau- ty    be-  hold.     . 

der-ful  sto  -  ry,  V7here    I    shall  His  beau     -        -      ty,  His  beau-ty    be  -  hold. 
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Grace,  Cnough  for  Me. 
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1.  In      look -ing  thro'  my  tears  one  day,      I  saw  Mount  Cal  -  va  -  ry; 

2.  While  standing  there,  my  trembling  heart,  Once  full    of     ag  -  o  -  ny, 

3.  When    I     be  -  held    my    ev  -  'ry     sin    Nailed  to    the    cru  -  el    tree, 

4.  When    I     am  safe  with -in     the  veil.    My    por-tion  there  will   be, 
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Beneath  the  cross  there  flowed  a  stream 
Could  scarce  believe  the  sight  I  saw 
I      felt     a  flood  go  thro' my  soul 
To  sing  thro'  all    the  years  to  come 
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Of  grace,  e-nough  for  me. 

Of  grace,  e-nough  for  me.  (enough  for  me.) 

Of  grace,  e-nough  for  me. 

Of  grace,  e-nough  for  me. 
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Chorus. 
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Grace  is  flowing  from  Calvary,  .  , 

Grace  i3       flow-ingfrom  Cal-va-ry  for  me, 


Grace  as  fathomless  as  the  sea,  .  . 

Grace  as        f ath  -  om-less  as  the  roU-ing  sea, 
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Grace  for  time  and  e-ter-ni-ty,  ,  ,  .         Grace,  .  .  enough  for   me. 

Grace  for         time  and  e  -  ter-ni-ty,  His  a-bun-dant  grace  I  see,  e-nough  for     me. 


m^^f^- 


s  p  p  p 


m 


mm 


^^  ^'  ^' 


I     b  I    b 


No.  40. 


c.  H.  a. 


0  That  Will  Be  Glory. 
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1.  When  all  my    la-borsand  tri-als  are  o'er,     And  I    am  safe  on  that 

2.  When, by  the  gift   of    His   in  -  fin- ite  grace,       I    am  ac-cord-ed   in 

3.  Friends  will  be  there  I  have  loved  long  a  -  go;       Joy  like    a   riv  -  er    a- 
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beau  -  ti  -  ful  shore,  Just  to  be  near  the  dear  Lord  I  a  -  dore, 
heav  -  en  a  place.  Just  to  be  there  and  to  look  on  His  face, 
round  me    will   flow;     Yet,  just    a    smile  from  my   Sav  -  ior,     I  know, 
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Chorus. 
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Will  thro' the   a-ges  be   glo-ry   forme    .    .        0  that  will  be 
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glo-ry  for  me,        Glo-ry  for  me,  glo-ry  for  me;       When  by  His  grace 

be  glo-ry  for  me,  Glo-ry  for   me,  glo-ry  for      me;    .... 
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I  shall  look  on  His  face,   That  will  be  glo-ry,  be    glo  -  ry  for   me. 
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Will  There  be  any  Stars? 
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1.  I     am  think-ing  to-day    of  that  beau-ti  -  ful  land  I  shall  reach  when  the 

2.  In  the  strength  of  the  Lord  let  me  la  -  bor  and  pray,  Let  me  watch  as    a 

3.  Oh,  what  joy  it  will  be  when  His  face  I    be-hold,  Liv-ing  gems  at   His 
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sun   go- eth  down;  When  thro' won-der-ful  grace  by  my  Sav-ior    I  stand, 
win-  ner  of  souls;  That  bright  stars  may  be  mine  in  the  glo  -  ri  -  ous  day, 
feet   to  lay  down;    It  would  sweeten  my  bliss  in    the   cit  -  y    of  gold, 
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^^^^m 


Will  there  be    an  -  y   stars  in  my  crown? 

When  His  praise  like  the  sea-bil-low  rolls.  Will  there  be  an  -  y  stars,  an  -  y 

Should  there  be  an  -y    stars  in  my  crown. 
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stars  in  my  crown  When  at  ev-'ning  the  sun  go-eth  down? When  I 

..go-ethdown? 
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wake  with  the  blest  In  the  mansions  of  rest,Will  there  be  an-y  stars  in  my  crown? 

an-y    stars  in  my  crown? 
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Scatter  Sunshine. 


Lanta  Wilson  Smith. 
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1.  In     a  world  where  8or- row   Ev-erwillbe    known,  Where  are  found  the 

2.  Slightest  ac-tions  oft  -  en    Meet  the  sor-est  needs,      Forthe  world  wants 

3.  When  the  days  are  gloom-y  Sing  some  hap  -  py  song,     Meet  the  world's  re  - 
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need  -  y,  And  the  sad  and  lone;  How  much  joy  and  com  -  fort 
dai  -  ly  Lit  -  tie  kind  -  ly  deeds;  Oh,  what  care  and  sor  -  row 
pm   -  ing   With  a    cour  -  age    strong;   Go    with   faith  un  -  daunt  -  ed 
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You  can  all  be -stow,  If  you  scat- ter  sun-shme  Ev-'ry- where  you  go. 
You  may  help  re-move,  With  your  songs  and  courage,  Sym-pa-thy  and  love. 
Thro'  the  ills  of  life;  Scat-ter  smiles  and  sun-snine  O'er  its  toil  and  strife. 
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Chorus. 


Scat     -     -     ter   sun-shme  all  a- long  your  way, 
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Scatter  the  smiles  and  sun-shine 
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Cheer  and  bless  and 

o  -  ver  the  way. 
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bright -en     Et  - 'ly  pass  -  ing  dny;  .  .  .       Ev  - 'ry  pass  -  ing   day. 
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As  a  Volunteer. 


W,S.  Brown. 
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A    call   for  loy-al   sol-diers  Comes  to  one  and   all,     Sol-diers  for  the  con- 
Yes,  Je  -  sus  calls  for  soldiers, Who  are  filled  with  pow'r, Soldiers  who  will  serve 
He  calls  you  for  He  loves  you  With  a  heart  most  kind,He  whose  heart  was  brok- 
And  when  the  war  is    o  -  ver,  And  the  vie  -  fry  won,  When  the  true  and  faith- 
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flict,  Will  you  heed  the  call?  Will  you  answer  quickly   With  a  read-y  cheer, 
Him   Ev-'ry  day  and  hour;     He  will  not  for-sake  you,  He  is  ev-  er  near, 
en.     Broken  for  mankind;  Now, just  now  He  calls  you,  Calls  in  accents  clear, 
ful     Gath-er  one  by  one;      He  will  crown  with  glory    All  who  there  appear. 
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D.  S. — Je  -  sus  is  the  Cap-tain,    We  will  nev-er  fear; 
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Will  you  be    en- list -ed   As     a    vol-un-teer?  A  vol-un-teer  for  Je-sus, 
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Will  you  be    en- list- ed   As     a    vol-un-teer. 
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A     sol-dier    true!     Oth-ers  have  en-list-ed.     Why     not   you? 
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Just  the  Love  of  Jesus. 
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1.  What    ismak-inglife    so  sweet  and  bright  to  me?    Just  the  love  of  Je  -  sus, 

2.  What  af-fords  me  shel  -  ter  when  the  tempest  sweeps?  Just  the  love  of  Je  -  sus, 

3.  What  will  help  me  tri-umph  in  this  earth -ly    strife?  Just  the  love  of  Je  -  sus, 

4.  What  willlead  me  safe    a-cross  the  si -lent   sea?    Just  the  love  of  Je-sus, 


^m 


t=t==t 


-»-^— »- 


s 


F=1=F 


-» — #  •     » 


V     l^       ^      I 


5'     i; 


5*    k/ 


i 


^^=P: 


"ff — ^ 


-^-H\- 


sk- 


-N-h'-^ fr- 


:^-J\— Sr«- 


3t±i 


just 
just 
just 
just 


the  love  of   Je-sus  I  What  has  made  my  soul  so  peaceful,  pure,  and  free? 
the  love  of   Je-sus!  What,  from  day  to  day,  my  soul  from  e  -  vil  keeps? 
the  love  of   Je-sus!  What  is  more  to  me  than  wealth,  or  fame,  or  life? 
the  love  of   Je-sus!  What  will  be    my  song  thro 'all     e-ter-ni-ty? 
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Just  the  love   of   Je  -  sus,  my  Sav 


ior! 


Just  the  love  of  Je  -  sus. 
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how  sweet !  Just  the  love  of  Je-sus  makes  my  joy  complete ;  What  will  guide  my 
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to  that  safe   re -treat?  Just  the  love  of  Je-sus,  my     Sav  -  iorl 
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Let  Him  In. 


Rev.  J.  B.  Atcblnson.      copyright, 
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Let 
Let 
Let 
Let 


1  Him  in; 

Him  in; 

Him  in; 

Him  in: 
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1.  There's  a  Strang-er    at    the  door, 

2.  0  -  pen  now  to   Him  your  heart, 

3.  Hear  you  now  His  lov  -  ing  voice? 

4.  Now  ad  -  mit  the  heav'n-ly  Guest 


Let  the  Sav  -  ior  ii 


I  et  the  Sav-ior  in; 


i^ 


He  has  been  there  oft  be  -  fore. 
If  you  wait  He    will  de  -  part, 
Now,  oh,  nowjnake  Him  your  choice. 
He  will  make  for  you   a    feast. 
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Let 
Let 
Let 
Let 

Let  the  Sav  -  ior  in, 


Him  in; 
Him  in; 
Him 
Him 
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jLet  the  Sav  -  ior  in; 
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Let  Him  in,    ere  He    is     gone,  Let  Him  in,    the    Ho  -  ly     One, 

Let  Him  in,    He    is    your  friend.  He  your  soul  will  sure  de  -  fend. 

He     is  stand-ing   at    your  door,  Joy   to     you    He   will    re  -  store, 

He  will  speak  your  sins  for- giv'n.  And  when  earth  ties  all    are    riv'n, 
•_  .^     .^    ^     -,•.     _*-       .fz. 
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Je  -  BUS  Christ, the  Fa-ther's  Son,  Let 

He  will  keep  you   to  the     end.  Let 

And  His  name  you  will  a  -  dore.  Let 

He  will  take  you  home  to  heav'n,  Let 


f-r^W«f 
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Him  in. 

Him  in. 

Him  in. 

Him  in. 

Let  the  Sav  -  ior  in,  Let  the  Sav  -  ior  in. 
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No.  74.      Open  the  Door  for  the  Children. 


Mary  E.  Kidder. 
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1.  0-pen  the  door  for    the  chil-dren,   Ten-der-ly  gath-er  them  in,—     * 

2.  0-pen  the  door  for    the  chil-dren,   See,  they  are  com-ing     in     throngsl 

3.  0-pen  the  door  for    the  chil-dren,  Take  the  dear  lambs  by    the    hand; 
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In    from  the  high-ways  and  hedg- es,      In  from  the  plac-es      of  sin; 

Bid  them  sit  down    to    the  ban -quet,  Teach  them  your  beau-ti-ful  songs; 

Point  them  to  truth  and  to  good-ness,  Lead  them  to  Ca-naan's  fair  land. 
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Some  are  so  young  and  so    help-less,  Some  are    so    hun-gry  and    cold; 

Pray  for  the    Fa-ther  to  blessthem,Pray  you  that  grace  may  be     giv'n; 

Some  are  so  young  and  so    help-less,  Some  are    so    hun-gry  and   cold; 
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D.  S.-O  -  pen  the  door  for  the    chil-dren,  Gath-er  them 
0  -  pen  the  door  for  the    chil-dren,  Theirs  is    the 
0  -  pen  the  door  for  the    chil-dren,  Gath-er  them 


in  -  to    the    fold. 

king-dom  of     heav'n. 

in  -  to    the    fold. 


0        -        pen  the  door, 

0  -  pen  the  door,  o  -  pen 
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the  door, 
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Gath      - 

Gath-er  them  in, 
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er  them  in,    .    .    . 

gath  -  er  them  in, 
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Keep  the  Heart  Singing. 
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SS 


^ 


is=!s: 


^^ 


— M Tt — m ' 


^=^: 


m 


r^ 


1.  We  may  light -en  toil  and  care,   Or    a   heav-y  bur-den  share,  With  a 

2.  If     His  love    is    in  the  soul,  And  we  yield  to  His  con-trol,  Sweetest 

3.  How  a   word  of  love  will  cheer,  Kin-die  hope,  and  ban-ish  fear,  Soothe  a 
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word,  a  kind- ly  deed,  or  sun-ny  smile;  We  may  gir  -  die  day  and  night 
mu  -  sic  will  the  lone-ly  hours  be  -guile;  We  may  drive  the  clouds  a- way, 
pain,  or  take  a  -  way  the  sting  of   guile;     Oh,  how  much  we  all  may  do. 
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Fine. 
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With  a  ha  -  lo  of  de-light.  If  we 
Cheer  and  bless  the  darkest  day ,  If  we 
In     the  world  we  trav-el  thro  Mf  we 


the  heart  singing  all  the  while, 
the  heart  singing  all  the  while, 
the  heart  singing    all    the  while. 
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Chorus. 
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Keep  the  heart  singing  all  the    w*hile;  ....     Make  the  world  brighter  with 

sing-ing,  singing   all  the  while;  bright-er, 


^g^ 


D.S. 


$ 


i 


3E3^3^: 


^^ 


r*" 


smile; Keep  the  song  ringingi  lone-ly  hours  we  may  be-gmle, 

bright-er  with  a  smile;  /  — . 
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I  Will  Not  forget  Thee. 
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1.  Sweet  is    the  promise — "I  will  not  forget  thee,"  Nothing  can  mo-lest   or 

2.  Trust-ing  the  promise — "I  will  not  forget  thee,"  Onward  will    I    go  with 

3.  When  at  the  gold-en  por-tals    I  am  standing.  All  my  trib  -  u  -  la-tions, 
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turn  my  soul  a -way;  E'en  tho'  the  night  be  dark  with-in  the  val  -  ley, 
songs  of  joy  and  love;  Tho' earth  de-spise  me,  tho' my  friends  forsake  me, 
all    my  sorrows  past,    How  sweet  to  hear  the  bless-ed  proc-la-ma-tion, 
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Chorus. 
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Just  be-yond  is  shining  one  e  -  ter-nal  day. 

I     shall  be  remembered  in  my  home  above.    I .  .  ,  ,  .  ,  will  not  forget  thee  or 

"Enter,  faithful  servant,  welcome  home  at  last ! ' '  i  will  uot  forget  thee,      i  win  nev-er 
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leave  thee;  In  my  hands  I 'II  hold  thee, in  my  arms  I 'II  fold  thee;  I will 

leave  thee;  I  will  not  for -get 
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not  for-get  thee  or  leave  thee;  I  am  thy  Re-deem-er,    I  will  care  for  thee. 

thee,  for  -  get  ^ 
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No,  106.         Day  is  Dying  in  the  West. 


nary  Ann  Lathbury. 
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William  F.  Sherwin. 
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1 .  Day    is  dy  -  ing     in  the  west;Heav'n  is  touching  earth  with  rest;  Wait  and 

2.  Lord   of  life   be-neath  the  dome  Of      the   u  -  ni- verse,  Thy  home, Gath-er 

3.  While  the  deep'ning  shadows  fall.  Heart  of  love,  en  -  fold  -  ing  all.  Thro'  the 

4.  When  for-  ev  -  er  from  our  sight  Pass  the  stars,  the  day,  the  night, Lord  of 
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wor-ship  while  the  night  Sets  her  evening  lamps  a-light  Thro'  all  the    sky. 
us    who  seek  Thy  face  To    the  fold  of  Thy  embrace,  For  Thou  art  nigh, 
glo  -  ry  and  the  grace  Of    the  stars  that  veil  Thy  face, Our  hearts  as-cend. 
an -gels,   on  our  eyes  Let  e  -  ter  -  nal  morning  rise.  And  shadows  end. 
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Refrain. 
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Ho  -  ly,   Ho  -  ly,  Ho  -  ly,    Lord  God   of    Hosts  I  Heav'n  and  earth  are 
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full  of  Thee;  Heav'n  and  earth  are  prais-ing  Thee,  0  Lord     Most     High! 
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No.  114. 


holy  Bible,  Book  Divine. 


John  Burton. 

Slow,  with,  dignity. 


COPYRIGHT     1900,  BY  E.   O.   EXGELL. 


E.  O.  Excell. 


P. 


i^ 


^i 


^ 


^. 


1.  Ho  -  ly  Bi  -  ble,  Book  di  -  vine,  Pre-cious  treas-ure,  thou  art  mine: 

2.  Mine  to  chide  me  when    I     rove;  Mine  to    show    a     Savior's  love; 

3.  Mine  to  com-fort    in      dis- tress,  Suf-f'ring  in    this    wil  -  der-ness; 

4.  Mine  to  tell    of    joys    to    come,  And    the   reb  -  el      sin-ner's  doom: 
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Mine  to     tell    me  whence  I    came;  Mine  to    tell    me    what    I       am; 

Mine  thou    art    to  guide  and  guard;  Mine  to    pun  -  ish     or  re  -  ward; 

Mine  to    show,  by   liv  -  ing  faith,  Man  can   tri  -  umph  o    -  ver  death; 

0      thou    ho  -  ly  Book    di  -  vine,  Pre-cious  treas-ure,  thou  art   mine. 
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Chorus. 
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Ho  -  ly 


Bi  -  ble,  Book    di  -  vine,    Pre-cious  treas-ure,  thou    art  mine; 
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0    thou    ho  -  ly  Book     di-vine,  Pre-cious  treas-ure,  thou  art  mine! 
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No.  122.  More  Like  the  Master. 

COPYRIGHT^  1906,  BY  CHAS.  H.  QABRIEL. 
C.  H.  a.  E.  o.  EXCELL,  OWNER. 
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1.  More   like   the  Mas-ter 

2.  More   like    the  Mas-ter 

3.  More   like   the  Mas-ter 


I  would  ev  -  er  be'^  More  of  His 
is  my  dai  -  ly  pray'r,  More  strength  to 
I  would  live  and    grow,      More      of  His 
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meek-nesg,  more  hu  -  mil  -  i  -  ty;        More  zeal  to  la  -  bor,  more  cour-age 
car  -   ry    cross-  es    I  must  bear;   More  earn  -  est  ef  -  fort   to  bring  His 
love      to     oth  -  ers    I  would  show;   More  self  -  de  -  ni  -  al,   like  His    in 
-^.    I        -#-    -^  -«-    -^  -^-  -^      _      .       .  ^-    -^    ^ 
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to       be  true,    More  con  -se-  era-  tion  for  work  He  bids  me  do. 

king-domin,      More    of  His  Spir-it,  the  wan -der-er  to    win. 

Gal  -  i  -  lee.      More  like  the  Mas  -  ter  I    long  to  ev  -  er    be^ 
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Chorus. 
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Take   Thou  my  heart I  would  be  Thine  a-lone; Take  Thou  my 

Take   my  heart,  0   take   my  heart,  I  would         be         Thine  a  -  lone;  Take  my  heart,  0 
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heart and  make  it  all  Thine  own; . . .    Purge      me  from  sin, 0 

take     my  heart  and  make  it  all  Thine  own;  Purge  Thoa  me  frcm  ev  - 'ry  sin,    0 
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More  Like  the  Master. 


Lord,  Inowim-plore,      Wash    me  and  keep      me  Thine  for-ev-er-more 

Lord,        I  now  implore.  Wash  and  keep,  0  wash  and  keep  me  Thine  for-ev-er  -  more. 
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I  Love  Mim. 
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London  Hymn  Book. 


S.  C.  Poster. 
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1.  Gone  from  my  heart  the  world  with  all  its  charm;  Gone    are  my  sins   and 

2.  Once     I     was  lost    up  -  on  the  plains  of    sin;      Once  was  a  slave  to 

3.  Once     I    was  bound,  but  now   I    am  set  free;     Once    I  was  blind,  but 
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all  that  would  a- larm;  Gone  ev  -  er-more,  and  by  His  grace  I  know  The 
doubts  and  fears  within;  Once  was  a-fraid  to  trust  a  lov-ing  God,  But 
now  the  light  I    see;      Once    I     was  dead,  but  now  in  Christ  I    live.   To 

JfL,      ^      4t.     ^     ^     JL     ^.     ^ 
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D.  S.— Because  He  first  loved  me,  And 
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Chorus. 
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pre-cious  blood  of  Je-sus  cleanses  white  as  snow. 

nowmyguiltis  washed  a-way  in  Je-sus' blood.    I    love  Him,    I    love  Him, 

tell  the  world  the  peace  that  He  a-lone  can  give. 
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purchased  my  sal-va  -  tion  On  CalvWy^s  tree. 
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Count  Your  Blessings. 
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1.  When  up  -  on  life's  bil-lows  you  are  tem -pest -tossed, When  you  are    dis- 

2.  Are    you    ev  -  er  burdened  with  a  load  of      care?  Does  the  cross  seem 

3.  When  you  look  at     oth-ers  with  their  lands  and  gold,Think  that  Christ  has 

4.  So,       a-  mid  the   conflict,wheth-er great  or    small,    Do    not    be    dis- 
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couraged,  thinking  all  is  lost.  Count  your  man-y 
heav  -  y  you  are  called  to  bear?  Count  your  man-y 
promised  you  His  wealth  un-told;  Count  your  man-y 
couraged, God  is     o  -  ver    all;  Count  your  man-y 
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s,  name  them  one  by 
ev-'ry  doubt  will 
mon-ey  can   not 

s,  an -gels  will    at- 
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Chorus. 
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one, 

fly. 
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tend 


And  it  will  surprise  you  what  the  Lord  hath  done. 

And  you  will  be  singing  as  the  days  go     by.     Count  your  blessings,  Name  them 

Your  reward  in  heaven,  nor  your  home  on  high. 

,Help  and  comfort  give  you  to  your  journey's  end. 

Count  your  many  blessings, 
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one     by      one;  Count  your  blessings, See  what  God  hath    done;  Count      your 

Name  them  one  by  one;  Count  your  many  blessings,  See  what  God  hath  done;  Count  your  many 
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Count  Your  Blessings. 
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blessings,  Name  them  one  by  one;  Count  your  many  blessings,  SeewhatGodhathdone, 
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The  Offering. 
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1.  Lord,  take   my    all,- 

2.  Dare     I       re  -  fuse 

3.  Would  I      had  more, 

4.  By     grace  di  -  vine, 

5.  Lord,  here    am     I, 


-The   gift     is   small     For  Thee,  for  Thee; 

My     life     to    use       For  Thee,  for  Thee, 

Earth's  rich -est  store,     For  Thee,  for  Thee; 

Seal  what    is   mine     For  Thee,  for  Thee, 

To     live     or    die       For  Thee,  for  Thee; 
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What  hast 

Who  shed 

Thy  love 

Who  suf  ■ 

Thy  sac 


Thou  done. 
Thy  blood, 
has   met 
■fered  loss, 
-  ri  -  fice 
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0  bless  -  ed  One,  For  me, 

A  cleans-ing  flood,  For  me, 

A  bound-less  debt.  For  me, 

And  bore    the  cross.  For  me, 

Has  paid    the  price  For  me, 


for  me  I 

for  me? 

for  me; 

for  me; 

for  me; 
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What  hast 
Who  shed 
Thy  love 
Who  suf ' 
Thy     sac 


Thou  done. 
Thy  blood, 
has  met 
•  fered  loss, 

-  ri  -  fice 


0    bless  -  ed  One,  For  me, 

A    cleans-ing  flood.  For  me, 

A    bound-less  debt,  For  me, 

And  bore    the  cross.  For  me, 

Has  paid    the  price  For  me. 


for  me  I 

for  me? 

for  me. 

for  me. 

for  me. 
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No.  138.    All  the  Way  My  Savior  Leads  Me. 
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1.  All   the  way   my  Sav-ior 

2.  All   the  way   my  Sav-ior 

3.  All   the  way   my  Sav-ior 


me;  What  have  I  to  ask  be -side? 
me,  Cheers  each  wind-ing  path  I  tread, 
me;     0    the  ful  -  ness  of  His  love  I 
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Can  I  doubt  His  ten-der  mer  -  cy,  Who  thro'  life  has  been  my 
Gives  me  grace  for  ev-'ry  tri  -  al,  Feeds  me  with  the  liv  -  ing 
Per -feet  rest    to    me   is  prom-ised    In    my  Fa-ther's  house  a- 
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Guide? 
bread; 
bove: 
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Heav'nly  peace,  di  -  vin- est  com -fort.  Here  by   faith   in  Him   to  dwell! 
Tho*mywear-y   steps  may  fal  -  ter,  And  my  soul     a-thirst  may    be. 
When  my  spir  -  it,  clothed  im-mor  -  tal.  Wings  its  flight   to  realms  of    day, 
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For    I  know,  what-e'er   be -fall    me,    Je-sus   do  -  eth    all  thmgs 
Gush-ingfrom  the  Rock  be -fore    me,    Lo!  a  spring  of     joy     I 
This  my  song  thro'  end -less    a  -  ges,    Je  -  sus   led  me     all    the 
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well; 
see; 
way; 
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All  the  Way  My  Savior  Leads  Me. 
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For  I  know,what-e'er  be  -  fall  me,  Je-sus  do-eth  all  things  well. 
Gushing  from  the  Rock  be -fore  me,  Lol  a  spring  of  joy  I  see. 
Thismy  song  thro' end -less     a  -  ges,    Je-sus    led  me     all    the  way. 
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Jno.  R.  Sweney. 
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More  About  Jesus. 

COPYRIGHT.  1887,  BY  JNO.  R.  SWENEY. 
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1.  More  a -bout  Je  -  sus  would  I  know,  More  of  His  grace  to  oth  - 

2.  More  a -bout  Je  -  sus  let   me  learn,  More  of  His  ho  -  ly    will 

3.  More  a -bout  Je  -  sus;  in    His  word,  Hold-ing  com-mun-ion  with 

4.  More  a -bout  Je-sus  on  His  throne.  Rich -es  in  glo  -  ry    all 
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ers  show; 
dis-eem; 
my  Lord; 
His  own; 
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More  of  His  sav  -  ing  full  -  ness  see.  More  of  His  love  who  died  for  me. 
Spir  -  it  of  God  my  teach  -  er  be,   Show-ing  the  things  of  Christ  to  me. 
Hearing  His  voice  in  ev  -  'ry  line,  Mak-ing  each  faith-ful    say  -  ing  mine. 
More  of  His  kmgdom's sure  increase;  More  of  His  com -ing,  Prince  of  Peace. 
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D.  S.-Mon  cf  His  sav  -  ing  full  -  ness  see.  More  of  His  love  who   died  for  me. 
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More,   more    a  -  bout     Je  -  sus,      More,    more    a  -  bout    Je 
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No.  168. 


I  Love  to  Tell  the  Story. 


USED  BY  PERMISSION  OF  WM.  G.   FISCHER 

Katharine  Hankey.    Befrain  added. 


William  a.  Fischer. 


I  love  to  tell  the  sto  -   ry     Of     un  -  seen  things  a  -  bove,    Of 

I  love  to   tell  the  sto  -   ry;  More  won  -  der  -  ful    it  seems   Than 

I  love  to  tell  the  sto  -   ry;  'Tis  pleas -ant  to     re -peat    What 

I  love  to  tell  the  sto  -   ry;  For  those  who  know  it  best    Seem 
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Je  -  sus  and  His  glo  -  ry   Of    Je  -  sus  and  His  love.  I    love    to  tell  the 
all       the  gold  -  en  fan-cies  Of   all  our  golden  dreams.  I    love    to  tell  the  ^ 
seems, each  time  I  tell  it,    More  won-der-ful-ly  sweet.   I    love    to  teU  the 
hun  -  ger-ing  and  thirst-ing  To     hear  it  like  the  rest.  And  when, in  scenes  of 
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sto  -  ry,  Be  -  cause  I  know  *tis  true;    It     sat  -  is  -  fies  my  longings  As 
sto  -  ry,   It     did    so  much  for  me;     And  that  is    just  the  rea- son   I 
sto  -  ry.  For  some  have  nev  -  er  heard  The  mes-sage  of  sal  -  va-tion  From 
glo  -  ry,    I    sing  the  new,  new  song,  'Twill  be  tiie  old,  old  sto  -  ry  That 
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Chorus. 
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noth-mg  else  would  do. 

tell    it  now  to    thee.     I  love  to  tell  the  sto  -  ry, 'Twill  be  my  theme  in 

God's  own  ho -ly  word. 

I    have  lov'd  so  long. 
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I  Love  to  Te!l  the  Story, 
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glo  -  ry,      To    tell    the  old,  old  sto  -  ry     Of     Je  -  sus  and  His  love. 
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Wonderful  Savior. 


COPYRIGHT,   1909,  BY  E.  O.  EXCELL. 
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1.  Je  -  sus  has  loved  me—  won  -  der  -  ful  Sav  -  ior!  Je  -  sus  has 

2.  Je  -  sus  has  saved  me—  won  -  der  -  ful  Sav  -  ior!  Je  -  sus  has 

3.  Je  -  sus  will  lead  me—  won  -  der  -  ful  Sav  -  ior!  Je  -  sus  will 

4.  Je  -  sus  will  crown  me—  won  -  der  -  ful  Sav  -  ior!  Je  -  sus  will 
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loved  me, 
saved  me, 
lead    me, 
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can 
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not  tell  why; 

not  tell  how;  . 

not  tell  where; 

not  tell  when; 


.  He  came    to    res  -  cue 
.  But   this     I      do    know, 
,   So      I     will    lol  -  low 
.  White  throne  of  splen-dor 
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sin  -  ners  un  -  wor-  thy,    My  heart  He  conquered,  for  Him  I  would    die. 
He  came,  my  ran  -  som,     Dy  -  ing  on    Calv'ry,  with  thorns  on  His  brow, 
thro'  joy  or    sor-row.    Sun-shine  or  tempest,  since  He  leads  me    there, 
hail    I    with  gladness.  Crowned  in  the  pres-ence  of    an  -  gels  and    men. 


1^^ 


^ 


x~ 


^-r 


X=X- 


^f^ 


f=F=F 


I 


t^ 


No,  202.  A  Little  Bit  of  Love. 

To  my  Friend,  Marion  Lamrance. 

COPYRIGHT,    1904,    BY   E.    O.    EXCEUU.      WORDS   AND  MUSIC. 
E.    O.    E.  INTERNATIONAL  COPYRIGHT  SECURED. 


E.  O.  Excell. 
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1.  Do     you  know  the  world  is     dy-ing  For  a  lit  -  tie  bit  of  love? 

2.  From  the  poor    of    ev  - 'ry   cit-y,  For  a  lit -tie  bit  of  love, 

3.  Down  be  -  fore  their   i  -  dols  fall-ing,  For  a  lit  -  tie  bit  of  love, 

4.  While  the  souls    of   men  are   dy-ing  For  a  lit -tie  bit  of  love. 
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Ev  -  'ry-where 
Hands  are  reach 
Ma  -  ny  souls 
While  the  chil- 
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we  hear  the  sigh  -  ing  For  a  lit -tie  bit  of  love; 

-ing  out    in    pit  -  y  For  a  lit -tie  bit  of  love; 

in  vain  are  call -ing  For  a  lit -tie  bit  of  love; 

dren  too   are  cry -ing  For  a  lit -tie  bit  of  love; 
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For   the  love 
Some  have  bur  ■ 
If      they  die 
Stand  no  long 


that  rights  a  wrong,    Fills    the  heart  with  hope  and  song; 
dens  hard    to  bear,     Some  have  sorrows  we  should  share; 
in    sin    and  shame.    Some-one   sure  -  ly    is    to  blame 
■  er     i  -   dly     by,       You  can  help  them  if  you  try; 
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They  have  wait-ed,     oh,   so      long.  For    a  lit -tie  bit  of  love. 

Shall  they  fal-ter     and  de  -  spair  For-  a  lit -tie  bit  of  love. 

For     not    go -ing      in    His    name.  With    a  lit -tie  bit  of  love. 

Go,    then,  say-ing," Here  am        I,"  With    a  lit -tie  bit  of  love. 
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v^ 


Refrain. 


A  Little  Bit  of  Love. 


t 


i=^^>=m¥ 


For  a 
For  a 
With  a 
With  a 


lit  -  tie 
lit  -  tie 
lit  -  tie 
lit  -  tie 


bit  of 

bit  of 

bit  of 

bit  of 


love, 
love, 
love, 
love, 


For 
For 
With 
With 


lit  -  tie 
lit  -  tie 
lit  -  tie 
lit  -  tie 


bit  of 

bit  of 

bit  of 

bit  of 
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love, 
love, 
love, 
love. 
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They  have  V7ait-ed,    oh,      so     long.  For  a  lit  -  tie  bit  of  love. 

Shall  they  fal  -  ter    and     de  -  spair  For  a  lit  -  tie  bit  of  love? 

For     not    go-ing,    in      His  name.  With  a  lit  -  tie  bit  of  love. 

Go,   then,  say- ing,  "Here  am      I"  With  a  lit  -  tie  bit  of  love. 
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No.  203. 
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Where  Me  Leads  Me. 

COPYRIGHT,   1890,   BY  J.  S.  NORRIS. 
USED  BY  PER. 


J.  S.  Norrls. 


^m 


* 


f 


m^ 


$ 


t 


1.  I     can  hear  my  Sav  -  ior  call  -  ing, 

2.  I'll  go  with  Him  thro' the  gar-den, 

3.  I'll  go  with  Him  thro' the  judgment, 

4.  He  will  give  me  grace  and  glo  -  ry. 


I     can  hear  my  Sav  -  ior  call-ing, 
I  '11    go  with  Him  thro '  the  gar-den , 
I'll    go  with  Him  thro'  the  judgment, 
He  will  give  me  grace  and  glo  -  ry. 
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D.C.— Where  He  leads  me  I  will  fol-low,  Where  He  leads  me  I    willfol- 
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I  can  hear  my  Sav  -  ior  call-ing, '  *  Take  thy  cross  and  f  ol-low,  f  ol  -  low 
I'll  go  with  Him  thro'  the  garden,  I'll  go  with  Him, with  Him  all  the 
I'll  go  with  Him  thro'  the  judgment,  I'll  go  with  Him, with  Him  all  the 
He  will  give  me  grace  and  glo-ry.     And  go  with  me,  with  me    all  the 


Me." 

way. 
way. 
way. 
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Where  He  leads  me   1    will  f  ol-low, 
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Til  go  with  Him,with Him  all  the 


way. 


No.  206.      The  Church  in  the  Wlldwood. 
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1.  There's  a  church  in    theval-leyby    the  wil4- wood,    No       love  -  li  -  er 

2.  Oh,  come  to    the  church  in    the  wild-wood,  To  the  trees  where  the 

3.  From  the  church  in    theval-leyby  the  wild-wood,    When    day  fades  a- 
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spot  in  the  dale;  No  place  is  so  dear  to  my  child  -  hood  As  the 
wild  flow-ers  bloom;  Where  the  part-ing  hymn  will  be  chant  -  ed,  We  will 
way   in  -  to  night,    I  would  fain  from  this  spot  of   my  child- hood  Wing  my 
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D.  S. — No        spot    is    so  dear    to    my  child -hood  As    the 
Fine.     Chorus. 
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lit  -  tie  brown  church  in  the  vale, 
.weep  by  the  side  of  the  tomb, 
way     to  the  man-sions  of  light, 
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Come  to    the 


Oh, 


come,  come,  come,  come,  come,  come. 
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lit  -  tie  brown  church  in  the  vale. 
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church  in  the  wild   -    wood.  Oh,    come  to  the  church  in  the  vale; 

come,  come,        come,  come,  come,  come,  come,  come,        come,  come,       come,  come,  come; 
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No.  207. 
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ril  Be  a  Sunbeam. 


Nellie  Talbot. 


To  my  grandson,  Edwin  0.  Exceil,  Jr. 

COPYRIGHT,  1000,   BY  E.  O.   EXCELL. 
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1.  Je  -  BUS  wants  me   for     a    sun  -  beam,  To  shine  for  Him  each   day; 

2.  Je  -  BUS  wants  me    to     be  lov  -  ing,  And  kind  to  all      I      see; 

3.  I       will    ask  Je  -  sus    to  help      me    To   keep  my  heart  from  sin; 

4.  I'll     be      a     sun-beam  for  Je    -    sus;    I     can    if    I      but     try; 
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In      ev  -  'ry  way  try   to    please  Him,  At  home,  at  school,  at  play. 

Show-ing  how  pleas-ant  and   hap  -   py    His    lit  -  tie  one    can  be. 

Ev  -  er     re  -  flect-ing   His  good-ness,  And  al-ways  shine  for  Him. 

Serv-ing  Him  mo-ment  by   mo  -  ment.  Then  live  with  Him  on  high. 
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A  sun  -  beam,  a     sun  -  beam,       Je  -  sus  wants  me    for     a  sun  -  beam; 
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The  Birds'  Nest. 
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1.  ^High  in  the  treetop's  leaf-y  bough  The  bird-ies  are  build-ing  a 

2.  ^This  is  the  lit  -  tie  bird-ies'  nest  They  built  in  the  tree-top  so 

3.  ^This  is  the  mother  bird  who  brings  The  wee  *lit  -  tie  bird-ies  their 

4.  ^These  are  the  lit  -  tie  bu-ds  we  love,  Who  live  in  the  tree- top  so 


nest; 
high, 
food; 
high. 
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'Twas  God  the  Father  taught  them  how  To  build,  ev-'ry  bird  -  ie   his    best; 
And  while  they  cud-die  down  to  rest  The  leaves  sing  their  lull- a-  by  -  by; 
This     is  the  ^fa  -  ther  bird  who  sings  And  watches  all  day  o'er  his     brood; 
And   He  who  rules  the  ^  world  a-bove  Looks  ^  down  on  each  one  from  the  sky; 


^ 


I 


i 


* 


^ 


* 


q  1  i"  •  q  1 


•^x 


^ 


fe 


^ 


^^ 


■^- 


■-tr 


To     build,  ev-'ry  bird- ie  his  best.      To  build  ev-'ry  bird- ie  his  best. 
The  leaves  sing  their  lull  -  a  -  by  -  by,     The  leaves  sing  then:  lull  -  a  -  by  -by , 
And  watch-es  aU  day  o'er  his  brood,  And  watch-es  all  day  o'er  his  brood. 
Looks  ^down  on  each  one  from  the  sky,  Looks  ^down  on  each  one  from  the  sky, 
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'  Twas  God  the  Fa-ther  taught  them  how  To  build,  ev-'ry  bird-ie  his     best. 
And  while  they  cud-die  down  to  rest  The  leaves  sing  their  lull-  a  -  by  -  by. 
This     is  the  ^fa  -  ther  bird  who  sings  And  watches  all  day  o'er  his    brood. 
And  He  who  rules  the  ^  world  a-bove  Looks  ^down  on  each  one  from  the  sky. 
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Note— To  form  bird's  nest  clasp  hands,  with  little  fingrers  raised  in  the  palm  of  the  hands  to  represent 
the  baby  birds.  Let  the  thambs  represent  the  father  and  mother  bird  sittincr  on  the  forefingers  which 
form  the  edge  of  the  bird's  nest. 

KoTJONB— 1,  Point  upward  to  treetop;  2,  Hands  clasped  to  form  bird's  nest;  8,  Raise  left  hand  thamb 
to  represent  the  mother  bird;  4,  Raise  little  finpers  representing  the  baby  birds;  5,  Raise  right  hand 
thumb  representing  the  father  bird:  6,  Raise  little  fingers  and  thumbs  representing  the  family  of  birds 
in  the  nest;  7,  Point  upward  to  treetop;  8,  Look  upward  toward  the  sky;  9,  Look  down  on  the  birds  in 
the  nest. 
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1.  We  are   sol-diers,     lit -tie   sol-diers,  Fighting  for  our  King  and  Lord; 

2.  We  are   sol-diers,     lit  -  tie   sol-diers,  Bravely  fight-ing    ev  -  'ry     sin; 

3.  When  at  last  the    fight  is     0  -  ver.  And  we've  reach'd  the  heav'nly  shore, 
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Ev-'ry  time  we  win  a  bat -tie,  He  has  promised  a  re -ward; 
With  our  Sav-ior  for  our  Cap-tain  We  shall  all  our  bat-ties  win; 
We  shall  hear  our    Sav-ior  say-ing,  "Rest,  my  sol-diers,  ev-  er-more; 
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He  has  promised     ev-'ry    sol-dier,     If  they    dare  the  right  to     do, 
He  has  promised,     if  we  ask  Him,  He  will  help  us   day  by     day; 
You  have  bravely  fought  my  battles.  Bravely 'fought  and  no  -  bly    won. 
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Fine. 
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Promised  them  a  crown  of    glo  -  ry.   If    they  fight  the  bat  -  tie  through. 
So  we'll  brave-ly  march  to  bat  -  tie,  Pray-ing,  sing-ing  all    the  way. 
En-ter    in  -  to  joys    e  -  ter  -  nal— Sol  -  diers  of     the  Lord,  well  done  I" 
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D.  S. — ban-ner  bright,  For  God  and  right,  We' re  sure  to  win  the  day. 
Chorus 
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So  we  march.march    a  -  way.    Not  a     mo  -  ment's  de  -  lay,    'Neath  our 
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As   thro'  the   land  they  go, 
Of  heav  -  en    from  our  eight, 
Of  sun-beam8day  by  day. 


1.  I      think  God  gives  the    chil-dren, 

2.  The  clouds  may  hide  the    sun  -  shine 

3.  Then  let   us   live    our    mis  -  sion 
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The  most  de- light  -  iul    mis -sion       That    an  -  y   one    can   know; 
And   life   have  much  of    sor  -  row       To     mar  the  heart's  de  -  light; 
And  scat  -  ter  joy  and   bright  -  ness    A  -  bout  us    all    the    \ray; 
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He  wants  us  to  be  sun -beams  Of  love,  and  hope,  and  cheer, 
But  if  like  faith-ful  sun -beams,  We  chil-dren  do  our  part, 
Let's  chase  a  -  way  life's  shad-ows      With  lov  -  ing  tho't  and  deed, 
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Fine. 
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To    bright  -  en  up   the     shad  -  ows     That    oft  -  en  gath  -  er   here. 
We'll  bring  a    ray  of     bright  -  ness    To        ev  -  'ry  shadowed  heart. 
And   be    the    sun  -  shine-mak  -  ers      Of      which  the^ world  has  need. 
D.S.-7n      all    life's  shad  -  y      pla   -  ees      We     shine   as  best     we    can. 
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Chorus. 


D.  S. 


m 


Ei 


'^^^ 


0     we    are     lit  -  tie  sun  -  beams,  Sent  down  from  God  to     man; 
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1.  Lit -tie    e  -  van-gels  for  Thee,  dear  Sav-ior,  Glad- ly    we    of  -  fer  life's 

2.  Lit  -  tie    e  -  van-gels  for  Thee,  dear  Sav-ior,  Strew-ing  glad  bless-ings  a- 

3.  Lit  -  tie    e  -  van-gels  for  Thee,  dear  Sav-ior,  Faith-ful    and  loy  -  al  through 
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morn  -  ing  hours, 
long     our  way, 
all        our  days, 
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Tell  -  ing  to  oth  -  ers  Thy  grace  and  mer  -  cy, 
Shin  -  ing  for  Thee  in  the  shad  -  y  pla  -  ces, 
Un  -  der  Thy  stand-ard  we    march  to  -  geth  -  er, 
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Chorus. 
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Scatt'ring  for  Thee  love's  sweet  fra-grant  flow'rs. 

Show-ing  Thy  good-ness  to    us      each  day.        Lit  -  tie    e  -  van-gels  for 

Joy  -  f ul  -  ly    sing -ing     a    song    of    praise. 
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Thee     to-day.      Do -ing  for   oth  -  ers  the  good    we  may;  Guide  Thou  our 
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steps  in  Thine  own  safe  path-way,  Bless  Thou  our  service,  dear  Lord,  we  pray! 
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1.  I  dreamed  one  mght,not  long  a  -  go,  Of  mansions   in  the  skies,Where  those  who 

2.  And,  as   I  mused,  I  heard  a  voice, In  sweet-er  tones  than  all,     Di  -  rect-ing 

3.  And  when  from  slumber   I    a-rose.  To  serve  my  Lord  and  King,  I     felt  that 
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love  the  Lord    ob-tain    A    rich  and  glo-rious  prize;     I    saw    a-mong  the 

Christian  work -ers  here.  In  words  I    now   re  -  call,     *'For-bidthemnot,"He 

I  '    the  lit   -  tie  lambs  To  Christ  in  love  might  bring;  And  then  I  cried  for 
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hap  -  py  throng  The  children  bright  and  fair;  I  heard  their  voices  clear  and  sweet 

gen  -  tly  said, "The  children  bring  to    me.  Their  por-tion  in  the  World  of  Light 

dai  -  ly  grace  Their  precious  souls  to  cheer,  Till  they  could  sing  like  yonder  choir 
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Refrain.    Faster. 
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With  mu-sic  fill   the   air.  '      ' 

Redeemedshallev  -  er  be."    Hosannal  Hosanna I  Our  songs  of  love  we  bring. 


Ho-san-nal  bright  and  clear. 
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Ho-san-nal  Ho-san-nal  To  Christ, the  children's  King;  Ho-san-nal  Ho-san-nal 
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The  Children's  hosanna. 


Our  songs  of  love  we  bring ,     Ho-san-na  1  Ho-san-na !  to  Christ ,  the  children '  s  King . 

we  bring. 
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Bring  Them  In. 


Alexcenah  Thomas,     copyright,  leas,  by  w.  a  oqden.  used  by  permission,    w.  A.  Ogden. 
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1.  Hark  I  'tis  the  Shepherd's  voice  I  hear,  Out   in    the  des  -  ert  dark  and  drear, 

2.  Who'll  go  and  help  this  Shepherd  kind.  Help  Him  the  wand 'ring  ones  to  find? 

3.  Out      in  the  des  -  ert  hear  their  cry,  Out   on    the  mountains  wild  and  high; 
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Call  -  ing  the  sheep  who've  gone  astray  Far  from  the  Shepherd's  fold  a-way. 
Who'll  bring  the  lost  ones  to  the  fold.  Where  they'll  be  sheltered  from  the  cold? 
Hark!  't  is  the  Mas -ter  speaks  to  thee,  "Go  find  my  sheep  wher-e'er  they  be." 
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Bring  t"hem  in,     bring  them  in,      Bring  them  in  from  the  fields    of    sin; 
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Bring  them  in,      bring  them  in.      Bring  the  wand'ring  ones  to    Je  -  sus. 
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1.  Just    as    the  stars  are  shin  -  ing,  Mak  -  ing  the    dark-ness  bright, 

2.  And     as    the  stars  are  smil  -  ing,  Down  on  the    earth  be  -  low, 

3.  Each  in    his  lit   -  tie    cor  -  ner,  Wheth-er  at     work  or       play, 

4.  How  could  they  do  with -out   us?  Dark  would  the  world  be       then; 
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So     we  are    shin  -  ing,  shin  -  ing.  Shed-ding  our     gold  -  en  light. 

We  may  re  -  fleet    the  sun -light.  Shin  -  ing  wher  -  e'er  we  go. 

We  would  be    al  -  ways  shin  -  ing,  Turn  -  ing  the    night  to  day. 

We  are  the  Sav  -  ior's  jew  -  els.  Cheer -ing  the  hearts  of  men. 
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Chorus. 
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Shm  -  ing,  shin  -  ing,    shin  -  ing.      Just  like  the    stars    a  -  bove. 
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Mak  -  ing  the    world    a  -  round  us.      Hap  -  py  with  light    and   love. 
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1.  Failing  in  strength  when  opprest  by  my  foes,  Somebody  knows,  Somebody  knows; 

2.  Why  should  I  fear  when  the  care-billows  roll?  Somebody  knows,  Somebody  knows; 

3 .  Wounded  and  helpless  and  sick  with  distress ,  Somebody  knows ,  Somebody  knows ; 
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Wait  -  ing  for  some  one  to  banish  my  woes.  Somebody  knows — 'tis  Je  -  sus. 
When  the  deep  shadows  sweep  over  my  soul.  Somebody  knows — 't  is  Je  -  sus. 
Long  -  ing  for  home  and  a  mother's  ca-ress,  Somebody  knows— 't  is  Je  -  sus. 
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Chorus. 
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Somebody  knows,  Somebody  knows  When  I  am  tempted  and  tried  by  my  foes; 
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He   is    the  One  who  will  keep    me— Some-bod-y  knows— 'tis  Je  -  sus. 


I 


iSEE 


^ 


I 


^i^^^ 


Vs 


No.  240. 


D.  R.  van  Sickle. 


All  Mail,  Immanuel] 

COPYRIGHT,  1910,  BY  E.  O.  EXCELL. 
WORDS  AND  MUSIC. 


Chas.  H.  Qabriel. 


Il^'j  j  I  H  J  J+J-T#^ 


:^^fv 


^—^. 


rr~: — r — ' 

1.  All     hail     to  Thee,  Im-man  -  u  -  el,   We    cast our  crowns  be- 

2.  All     hail      to  Thee,  Im-man  -  u  -  el,    The    ran    -     -    somed  hosts  sur- 

3.  All     hail     to  Thee,  Im-man  -  u-el,   Our     ris      -      -     en  King  and 
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fore   Thee;  Let  ev  -  'ry  heart  o  -  bey  Thy  will,  And  ev 
round  Thee;  And  earthly  monarchs  clamor  forth  Their  Sov 
Sav  -  iorl  Thy  foes  are  vanquished,  and  Thou  art  Om  -  nip 
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ry  voice  a- 
-     'reign.  King  to 
0  -  tent  for- 
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dore  Thee.  In  praise  to  Thee,  our  Sav  -  ior.  King,  The  vi-brant  chords  of 
crown  Thee.  While  those  redeemed  in  a  -  ges  gone,  As-semb-led  round  the 
ev  _-     er.  Death,  sin   and  hell    no_  Ion  -  ger  reign.  And  Sa-tan's  pow'r  is 
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heav  -  en  ring.  And  ech  -  o  back  the  might -y  strain:  All 
great  white  throne.  Break  forth  in  -  to  im  -  mor  -  tal  song:  All 
burst     in     twain;  E    -    ter    -   nal     glo  -  ry         to*   Thy  Name:  All 
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hail  I  all    haill  All     hail,    all    hail,   Im-man  -  u  -  ell 

All   hail!  all    hail! 
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All  Mail,  Immanuel! 

Chorus. 

Hail, Im-man-u-el,  Im-man-u-ell      Hail, 
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Hail  to  the  King  we  love  so  well, 
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lail, 
Hail! 


Im    -    man  -  u  -  el! 
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Hail  to  the  King  we  love  so  well, 
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Iin-man  -u  -  el,   Im-man  -u  -  el! 
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im    -    man  -  u  -  el!       Glo-ry  and  hon-or  and  maj  -  es  -  ty, 

Glo      -       -       ry  and    maj  -  es  -  ty, 
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Hail, 
Ha.il! 
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Wis-dom  and  pow-er   be    un  -  to  Thee,  Now  and    ev  -  er  -  more!     ^^ 

Wis     -       -      dom  be     un    -    to    Thee,  I  'f'        T^'^ 
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Hail,  .... 
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Im-man-u-el,  Im-man-u-ell      Hail, 
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Hail,      Im    -    man  -  u  -  el! 
Hail! 


Hail  to  the  King  we  love  so  well,       Hail,      Im    -    man  -  u  -  el!      Hail  to  the  King  we  love  so  well, 
Hail! 
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Hail.    Im  -  man-u-ei!  Kingof klngsandLordof lord9,Allhail,Im-man-u-el! 

Hail! 
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1.  Onward,  Christian  sol-diers!   Marching  as  to   war,  With  the  cross  of  Je  -  sus 

2.  At     the  sign    of    tri  -  umph,  Satan's  host  doth  flee;  On,  then, Christian  sol-diers, 

3.  Like     a    might-y  ar  -   my  Moves  the  Church  of  God;  Brothers  we  are  tread  -  ing 

4.  Onward,  then,  ye    peo  -  pie.   Join  our  happy  throng.  Blend  with  ours  your  voic-es 
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Go  -  ing  on   be  -  fore;    Christ,  the  roy  -  al    Mas  -  ter,   Leads  a-gainst  the    foe; 
On      to     vie  -  to  -  ry!    Hell's  foun-da-tions  quiv  -  er     At    the  shout  of  praise, 
Where  the  saints  have  trod;  We  are  not  di  -  vid  -   ed;   'All  one    bod  -  y     we. 
In       the  tri-umph  song;    Glo  -  ry,  laud  and    hon   -   or     Un  -  to  Christ,  the  King, 
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For-ward  in  -  to  bat  -  tie.      See  His  ban-ner  go! 
Brotaers,  lift  your  voic  -  es.  Loud  your  anthems  raise.  Onward,  Christian  sol-diers! 
,  One     in  hope  and  doc  -  trine,    Qne  in  char  -  i  -  ty. 
This  thro'  count-less  a  -  ges    Men  and  an-gels  sing. 
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Marching  as   to     war.        With  the  cross  of     Je  -  sus      Go  -  ing  on     be-fore. 
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No.  246. 

aeors:e  Keith. 


How  Firm  a  Foundation. 


Unknown. 
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1.  How  firm    a  foun-da  -  tion,  ye    saints  of  the  Lord,     Is  laid    for  your  faith    in  His 

2.  "Fear  not,  I     am  with  thee,  0     be       not  dis  -  mayed.  For  I     am  thy  God,     I  will 

3.  "When  thro' the  deep  waters  I     call     thee  to    go,       Theriv-ers   of     sor- row  shall 

4.  "When  thro'  fiery    tri  -  als  thy  path  -  way  shall  lie.      My  grace,  all  -  suf  -  fi  -  cient,  shall 
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ex  -  cel-lent  word!  What  more  can  He  say  than  to  you  He  hath  said,      To   you,  who  for 
still  give  thee  aid;  I'll  strengthen  thee,helpthee,and  cause  thee  to  stand.  Up-held  by  my 
not     0  -  ver-flow;  For   I     will  be  with  thee  thy  tri  -  als  to    bless.     And  sanc-ti  -  fy 
be      thy  sup-ply.  The  flames  shall  not  hurt  thee;  I  on  -  ly  de  -  sign       Thy  dross  to  con- 
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ref  -  uge  to  Je  -  sus  have  fled?  To  you,  who  for  ref  -  uge  to  Je  -sus  have  fled? 
gra-cious,  om-nip  -  o-tent  hand.  Up  -  held  by  my  gra-cious,  om-nip  -  o  -  tent  hand, 
to  thee  thy  deep  -  est  dis  -  tress.  And  sane  -  ti  -  fy  to  thee  thy  deep-est  dis-tress. 
sume,  and  thy  gold    to    re  -  fine.    Thy  dross  to  con-sume,  and  thy  gold  to  re  -  fine." 
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No.  247. 

Georgre  Keith. 


How  Firm  a  Foundation. 

{Second  tune.) 


Anne  Steele. 
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No.  248. 

Charles  Wesley. 


Love  Divine. 
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John  Zundel. 
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1.  Love    di  -  vine,    all    love     ex  -  cell  -  ing,     Joy     of  heav'n,  to  earth  come  down! 
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Fix     in      us    Thy    hum  -  ble  dwell  -  ing;    All    Thy  faith -ful    mer  -  cies  crown. 
D. S.— Vis  -  it       us    with    Thy     sal-va-  tion,    En-  ter      ev  -  'ry    trem - bling heart! 
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sion,  Pure,  un-bound  -  ed    love    Thou  art; 
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Je  -  sus,  Thou  art    all     com-] 
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2  Breathe,  oh,  breathe  Thy  loving  Spirit 

Into  every  troubled  breast! 
Let  us  all  in  Thee  inherit. 

Let  us  find  the  promised  rest. 
Take  away  the  love  of  sinning; 

Alpha  and  Omega  be; 
End  of  faith,  as  its  beginning, 

Set  our  hearts  at  Uberty! 


3  Come,  Almighty  to  deliver. 

Let  us  all  Thy  grace  receive; 
Suddenly  return,  and  never, 

Never  more  Thy  temples  leave: 
Thee  we  would  be  always  blessing. 

Serve  Thee  as  Thy  hosts  above. 
Pray,  and  praise  Thee  without  ceasing, 

Glory  in  Thy  perfect  love! 


No.  249,    The  Son  of  God  Goes  Forth  to  War. 


R.  Heber. 
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1.  The  Son    of  God  goes  forth  to  war,  A  king-ly  crown  to    gain;     His  blood  -  red  ban-ner 

2.  That  martyr  first,  whose  eagle  eye  Could  pierce  beyond  the  grave;  Who  saw  his  Mas-ter 

3.  A     no  -  ble  band,  the  chosen  few  On  whom  the  Spir-it  came;  Twelve  vahant  saints,  their 
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The  Son  of  God  Goes  Forth  to  War. 
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streams  a  -  far:  Who  fol-lows  in  His  train?  Who  best  can  drink  his  cup  of  woe,  Tri- 
in  the  sky,  And  called  on  Him  to  save.  Like  Him,  with  pardon  on  his  tongue.  In 
hope  they  knew,And  mocked  the  cross  and  flame.  They  met  the  tyrant's  brandished  steel,The 
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umphant  o  -  ver    pain.   Who  pa-tient  bears  his  cross  below,— He  follows  in  His  train, 
midst  of  mor-tal    pain.  He  prayed  for  them  that  did  the  wrong:  Who  follows  in  his  train? 
li  -  on's  gory  mane;  They  bowed  their  heads  the  stroke  to  feel:  Who  follows  in  their  train? 
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No.  254, 

A.  M.  Toplady. 


Rock  of  A,^es. 
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Thomas  Hastings. 

Fine. 
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1.  Rock    of      A  -    ges,    cleft    ior     me,      Let    me  hide      my  -  self    in 
D.  C— Be       of     sin      the    doub  -  le      cure,    Save  from  wrath  and  make  me 
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Let    the     wa  -    ter    and     the  blood.  From  Thy  wound  -  ed    side  which 
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2  Could  my  tears  forever  flow. 
Could  my  zeal  no  languor  know. 
These  for  sin  could  not  atone, 
Thou  must  save,  and  Thou  alone: 
In  my  hand  no  price  I  bring. 
Simply  to  Thy  cross  I  cling. 


3  While  I  draw  this  fleeting  breath. 
When  my  eyes  shall  close  in  death. 
When  I  rise  to  worlds  unknown, 
And  behold  Thee  on  Thy  throne, 
Rock  of  Ages,  cleft  for  me. 
Let  me  hide  myself  in  Thee. 


No.  257. 

A.  Reed. 
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Holy  Ghost,  With  Love  Divine, 
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1.  Ho  -  ly  Ghost,  with  light  di  -  vine,  Shine  up  -  on     this  heart  of  mine; 

2.  Ho  -  ly  Ghost,  with  pow'r  di  -  vine,  Cleanse  this  guilt  -  y  heart  of  mine; 

3.  Ho  -  ly  Ghost,  with  joy     di  -  vine,  Cheer  this  saddened  heart  of  mine; 

4.  Ho  -  ly  Spir   -  it,  all     di  -  vine.  Dwell  with  -  in   this  heart  of  mine; 
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Chase  the    shades 
Long  hath    sin 
Bid       my     ma 
Cast    down    ev 
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of  night    a  -  way,  Turn    my    dark  -  ness  in  -   to    day. 

with -out   con  -  trol.  Held    do  -  min  -  ion  o'er     my  soul. 

ny   woes   de  -  part,  Heal    my     wounded,  bleed -ing  heart, 

ery      i  -  dol-throne.  Reign  su  -  preme— and  reign    a  -  lone. 
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No.  258. 

Edward  Hopper. 
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Jesus,  Savior,  Pilot  Me. 
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J.  E.  Gould. 

Fine. 


t=fc=* 


■=x- 


3^g±3^ 


^- 


:S=S=t:g 


1.  Je  -  sus,     Sav  ■ 
D.  C. — Chart  and  com 


ior,     pi   -  lot     me,       0  -  ver   life's  tern- pest -uous    sea: 
■pasi  come  from  Thee,    Je  -  stis,  Sav  -  ior,    pi  -  lot      me. 
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Un-known  waves    be  -  fore    me    roll.       Hid  -  ing  rocks     and  treach'rous  shoal; 
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2  As  a  mother  stills  her  child. 
Thou  canst  hush  the  ocean  wild; 
Boisterous  waves  obey  Thy  will 
When  Thou  say'st  to  them  "Be  still!" 
"Wondrous  Sovereign  of  the  sea." 
Jesus,  Savior,  pilot  me. 


3  When  at  last  I  near  the  shore, 
And  the  fearful  breakers  roar, 
'Twixt  me  and  the  peaceful  rest. 
Then,  while  leaning  on  Thy  breast, 
May  I  hear  Thee  say  to  me, 
"Fear  not,  I  will  pilot  thee." 


No.  259,       Fade,  Fade,  Each  Earthly  Joy. 

Mrs.  Horatlus  Bonar.    "sed  by  permission,    jomn  r.  clements,  owner,  t.  e.  Perkins. 
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1.  Fade,  fade,  each  earthly  joy,     Je  -  sus  is 

2.  Tempt  not  my  soul   a -way,  Je-sus   is 


I 
mine !  Break    ev  -  'ry  ten  -  der    tie, 

D.  S,—  Je  -  sus  a  -  lone  can  bless, 
mine!  Here  would  I    ev  -  er     stay, 

D.  S.— Pass  from  my  heart  a  -  way. 
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Je   -   sus   is  minel  Dark    is  the   wil  - 
Je   -   sus   is  mine!  Per  -  ish-ing  things 
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der-ness,  Earth  has  no  rest  -  ing-place, 
of  clay.  Born  but  for  one  brief  day. 
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3  Farewell,  ye  dreams  of  night, 

Jesus  is  mine! 
Lost  in  this  dawning  hght, 

Jesus  is  mine! 
All  that  my  soul  has  tried 
Left  but  a  dismal  void, 
Jesus  has  satisfied, 

Jesus  is  minel^ 


4  Farewell,  mortality, 

Jesus  is  mine! 
Welcome,  eternity, 

Jesus  is  mine! 
Welcome,  0  loved  and  blest. 
Welcome,  sweet  scenes  of  rest, 
Welcome,  my  Savior's  breast, 

Jesus  is  minel 


No.  260 

John  Bowring, 


In  the  Gross. 


Ithamar  Conkey. 
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1.  Li     the  cross  of  Christ  I  glo-ry,    Tow'ring  o'er  the  wrecks  of  time;    All  the  light    of 

2.  When  the  woes  of  life  o'ertake  me,  Hopes  deceive,  and  fears  an  -  noy,  Nev  -  er  shall  the 
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cred  sto-ry  Gathers  round  its  head  sublime, 
cross  forsake  me;  Lo!  it  glows  with  peace  and  joy. 


^^ 


3  When  the  sun  of  bliss  is  beaming 

Light  and  love  upon  my  way, 
From  the  cross  the  radiance  streaming 
Adds  more  luster  to  the  day. 

4  Bane  and  blessing,  pain  and  pleasure, 

By  the  cross  are  sanctified; 
Peace  is  there  that  knows  no  measure, 
Joys  that  through  all  time  abide. 


No.  261.  While  Shepherds  Watched  Their  Flocks. 

Nahum  Tate.  Qeorge  F.  Handel. 
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1 .  While  shepherds  watched  their  flocks  by  night,  All  seated  on  the  ground,  The   an  -  gel 

2.  "Fear  not,"  said  he,— for  might-y  dread  Had  seized  their  troubled  mind,-"Glad  tidings 

3.  "To     you,  in  Dav- id's  town,  this  day    Is  born,  of  Dav  -  id's    line,     TheSav-ior, 

4.  "The  heav'nly  Babe  you  there  shall  find  To    hu-man  view  dis  -  played.  All  mean-ly 
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of      the  Lord  came  down,  Andglo  -  ry  shone  a  -  round,  And  glo  -  ry  shone   a-round. 
of    great  joy      I  bring.  To    you  and    all  man-kind,    To  you  and    all  man-kind, 
who    is  Christ,  the  Lord;  And  this  shall   be  the   sign:— And  this  shall  be    the  sign:— 
wrapped  in  swathing  bands,  And  in    a    man-ger   laid,    And  in     a   man-ger  laid." 
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Thus  spake  the  seraph— and  forwith 
Appeared  a  shining  throng 

Of  angels,  praising  God,  who  thus 
Addressed  their  joyful  song:— 


6  "All  glory  be  to  God  on  high, 
And  to  the  earth  be  peace; 
Good-will  henceforth  from  heaven  to 
Begin,  and  never  cease!" 


No.  262. 


Nearer,  My  God,  to  Thee. 


Sarah  P.  Adams. 


Lowell  Mason. 
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1.  Near-er,  my  God,  to  Thee,  Near-er  to  Thee!  E'en  tho' it    be    across  That  rais-eth  me 

2.  Tho'like    a  wan-der-er,  The  sun  gone  down,  Darkness  be  o  -  ver  me.    My    rest  a  stone 

3.  There  let  the  way  appear  Steps  un-toheav'n;  AllthatThousendestme,In    mer-cygiv'n 
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still  all  my  song  shall  be.  Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee,  Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee,  Nearer  to  Thee! 
Yet  in  my  dreams  I'd  be  Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee,  Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee,  Nearer  to  Thee! 
An  -  gels  to  beck-on  me  Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee,  Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee,  Nearer  to  Thee! 
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No.  263. 

Ray  Palmer. 


My  Faith  Looks  Up  to  Thee. 


Lowell  riason. 
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1.  My  faith  looks  up  to  Thee,  Thou  Lamb  of  Cal-va-ry,     Sav-ior  di-vine;  Now  hear  me 

2.  May  Thy  rich  grace  impart  Strength  to  my  fainting  heart,  My  zeal  inspire;  As  Thou  hast 

3.  While  life's  dark  maze  I  tread,And  griefs  around  me  spread,Be  Thou  my  Guide;Bid  darkness 
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while  I  pray,   Take  all  my  sin     a-way,     0     let  me  from  this  day  Be  whol-ly  Thine! 
died  for  me,    0  may  my  love  to  Thee,  Pure,warm,and  changeless  he  A  living  fire! 
turn  to  day,  Wipe  sorrow's  tears  a-way.   Nor  let  me  ev-  er  stray  From  Thee  aside. 
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No.  264. 

John  Keble. 


Sun  of  My  Soul. 


Peter  Ritter. 
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1.  Sun    of   my     soul.  Thou  Sav  -  ior  dear,  It     is  not    night   if    Thou  be  near; 

2.  When  the  soft   dews   of     kind  -  ly  sleep  My  wear-ied    eye  -  lids  gen  -  tly  steep, 

3.  A  -  bide  with    me    from  morn  till  eve.  For  with-out    Thee    I     can  -  not  live; 

4.  Come  near  and  bless  us    when  we  wake,  Ere  thro'  the  world  our  way     we  take; 
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Oh,  may  no    earth  -  born  cloud     a  -  rise  To  hide  Thee  from  Thy  ser-vant's 

Be  my  last   tho't,    how  sweet   to    rest  For-ev  -  er    on       my  Sav  -  ior's 

A -bide  with  me      when  night    is  nigh,  For  without  Thee    I    dare    not 

Till,  in    the     o    -    cean     of    Thy  love,  We  lose  our-selves  in  heav'n    a- 
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breast, 
die. 
bove. 
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No.  265. 


What  a  Friend. 
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H.  Bonar. 
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1.  What      a  Friend  we  have  in      Je  -    sus,     All      our  sins  and  griefs  to    bear! 
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Fine. 
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What      a    priv  -  i  -  lege   to      car 
D.  S.— All        be-cause  we    do    not     car 


ry        Ev    -    'ry-thing  to    G©d    in  prayer! 
ry        Ev    -    'ry-thing  to    God    in  prayer! 
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0      what  peace  we  oft  -  en     for  -  feit, 
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0      what  need-less  pain  we    bear, 
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2  Have  we  trials  and  temptations? 

Is  there  trouble  anywhere? 
We  should  never  be  discouraged, 

Take  it  to  the  Lord  in  prayer. 
Can  we  find  a  friend  so  faithful, 

Who  will  all  our  sorrows  share? 
Jesus  knows  our  every  weakness, 

Take  it  to  the  Lord  in  prayer. 


Are  we  weak  and  heavy-laden. 

Cumbered  with  a  load  of  care?— 
Precious  Savior,  still  our  refuge,— 

Take  it  to  the  Lord  in  prayer. 
Do  thy  friends  despise,  forsake  thee? 

Take  it  to  the  Lord  in  prayer; 
In  His  arms  He'll  take  and  shield  thee, 

Thou  wilt  find  a  solace  there. 


No.  266.  Majestic  Sweetness  Sits  Enthroned, 


Samuel  Stennett. 


Thomas  Hastings. 
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1.  Ma  -  jes  -  tic  sweetness  sits  enthroned  Up  -  on    the  Sav-ior's    brow;   His  head  with 

2.  No  mor  -  tal  can  with  Him  com-pare,   A  -  mong  the  sons  of      men;   Fair  -  er     is 

3.  He  saw  me  plunged  in  deep  dis  -  tress,  And  flew   to  my    re  -  lief;     For    me    He 

4.  To  Him     I  owe   my  life  and  breath,  And  all   the  joys   I       have;    He  makes  me 
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Majestic  Sweetness  Sits  Enthroned. 
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ra  -  diant  glories  crowned,  His  lips  with  grace  o'erflow,  His  lips  with  grace  o'er-flow. 

He  than  all    the  fair    That  fill    the  heav'nly  train,  That  fill  the  heav'nly    train, 

bore  the  shameful  cross,  And  car  -  ried  all    my  grief.  And  car-ried  all    my    grief, 

tri-umph    o  -  ver  death,  And  saves  me  from  the  grave.  And  saves  me  from  the  grave. 
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Sweet  Hour  of  Prayer, 
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No.  267. 


W.  W.  Walford. 


Wm.  B.  Bradbury. 


m 


m 


^ 


i 


1.  Sweet  hour  of  prayer,  sweet  hour  of  prayer.  That  calls  me    from  a    world    of  care 
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Fine. 
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And  bids    me,    at     my    Father's  throne.  Make  all     my  wants  and  wish  -  es  known! 
D.  S.— And  oft     es-caped  the  tempt-er's  snare.    By    thy    re  -  turn,  sweet  hour  of  prayer. 


D.S. 
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In      sea  -  sons  of     dis  -  tress  and  grief,  My    soul  has   oft  -  en  found   re  -  lief. 
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2  Sweet  hour  of  prayer,  sweet  hour  of  prayer, 
The  joys  I  feel,  the  bliss  I  share, 
Of  those  whose  anxious  spirits  burn 
With  strong  desires  for  thy  return! 
With  such  I  hasten  to  the  place 
Where  God,  my  Savior,  shoWs  His  face, 
And  gladly  take  my  station  there, 
And  wait  for  thee,  sweet  hour  of  prayer. 


3  Sweet  hour  of  prayer,  sweet  hour  of  prayer, 
Thy  wings  shall  my  petition  bear 
To  Him,  whose  truth  and  faithfulness 
Engage  the  waiting  soul  to  bless: 
And  since  He  bids  me  seek  His  face. 
Believe  His  word,  and  trust  His  grace, 
I'll  cast  on  Him  my  every  care, 
And  wait  for  thee,  sweet  hour  of  prayer. 


No.  268.     Jesus,  I  My  Gross  Have  Taken. 


Henry  F.  Lyte. 


Mozart. 
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1.  Je  -  sus,    I      my   cross  have   ta  -  ken,  All      to  leave,  and    fol  -  low  Thee; 
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Fine. 
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Na  -  ked,  poor,  de-spised,  for  -  sa  -  ken,  Thou  from  hence  my     all  shalt    be: 
D.  S.— Yet     how  rich    is     my     con  -  di  -  tion,  God    and  heav'n  are    still   my     own! 
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Per  -  ish    ev  -  'ry    fond    am  -  hi  -  tion.  All    I've  sought,  and  hoped,  and  known; 
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2  Let  the  world  despise,  forsake  me, 

They  have  left  my  Savior,  too; 
Human  hearts  and  looks  deceive  me; 

Thou  art  not,  like  man,  untrue: 
And,  while  Thou  shalt  smile  upon  me, 

God  of  wisdom,  love  and  might. 
Foes  may  hate,  and  friends  may  shun  me; 

Show  Thy  face,  and  all  is  bright. 


Go,  then,  earthly  fame  and  treasure! 

Come,  disaster,  scorn  and  pain! 
In  Thy  service,  pain  is  pleasure; 

With  Thy  favor,  loss  is  gain. 
I  have  called  Thee,  "Abba,  Father," 

I  have  stayed  my  heart  on  Thee; 
Storms  may  howl,  and  clouds  may  gather, 

AU  must  work  for  good  to  me. 


No.  269. 

John  Fawcett. 


Blest  Be  the  Tie. 


Hans  George  Naegeli. 
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1.  Blest    be 


the        tie 


that    binds       Our     hearts    in      Chris  -  tian    love; 


2.  Be    -    fore      our        Fa  -  ther's  throne.    We 

3.  We       share    our        mu  -  tual    woes.       Our 

4.  When  we  a    -      sun  -  der     part,         It 
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pour      our     ar    -    dent  prayers; 
mu    -    tual    bur  -    dens  bear; 
us      in    -    ward  pain; 
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Blest  Be  the  Tie. 
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The      fel  -  low  -  ship    of  kin  -  dred  minds  Is  like     to      that      a  -  bove. 

Our  fears,  our    hopes,  our  aims    are  one,    Our  com  -  forts    and    our  cares. 

And  oft  -  en       for    each  oth  -  er  flows  The  sym  -  pa  -  thiz  -  ing  tear. 

But  we     shall    still    be  joined  in  heart,  And  hope    to      meet    a  -  gain. 
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No.  270. 

H.  F.  Lyte. 
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Abide  With  Me. 


W.  H.  Monk. 
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.1 .  A    -    bide  with   me:  fast     falls   the      e  -  ven  -  tide;    The  dark  -  ness 

2.  Swift     to      its    close  ebbs     out    life's    ht  -  tie     day;  Earth's  joys  grow 

3.  I          need  Thy    pres  -  ence      ev  -  'ry    pass -ing    hour;  What  but    Thy 

4.  Hold  Thou  Thy  cross  be  -  fore    my    clos  -  ing    eyes;  Shine  thro'  the 
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deep  -  ens;  Lord,  with    me      a   -    bide!     When      oth  - 

dim,       its  glo  -  ries    pass     a    -    way;    Change     and 

grace    can  foil     the  tempt-er's    pow'r?    Who,       like 

gloom,  and  point    me      to     the     skies;  Heav'n's  morn  ■ 
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er  help 
de  -  cay  in 
Thy  -  self,  my 
ing  breaks,    and 
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a  -  bide  with  me! 

a  -  bide  with  me! 

a  -  bide  with  me! 

a  -  bide  with  me! 
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fail,    and   com  -  forts  flee 
all       a  -  round    I      see; 
guide  and   stay   can 
earth's  vain  shadows 

^  ^  ^  J 
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Help  of  the  help  -  less,  oh, 
see;  0  Thou  who  chang  -  est  not, 
be?  Thro'  cloud  and  sun-  shine,  oh. 
Bee;    In     life,    in  death,    0   Lord, 
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No.  271.  My  Jesus,  I  Love  Thee. 

London  Hymn  Book. 


A.  J.  Gordon. 
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2. 


Je  -  sus,  I     love   Thee,  I  know  Thou  art  mine;  ) 

all  the  fol  -   lies  of    sin      I     re  -  sign;  j 

I       love  Thee,  be  -  cause  Thou  hast  first  lov  -  ed     me,  ) 

And   purchased  my  par  -  don  on  Cal  -  va-ry's  tree;  j" 
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My  gra-ciousRe-deem- 
I  love  Thee  for  wear- 
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er,  my    Sav  -  ior  art   Thou;    If    ev-er    I     loved  Thee,  my  Je  -  sus, 'tis  now. 
ingthe  thorns  on  Thy  brow;     If    ev-er    I     lovedThee,  my  Je  -  sus, 'tis  now. 
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No.  272. 

M.  M.  W. 
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3  In  mansions  of  glory  and  endless  delight, 
I'll  ever  adore  Thee  in  heaven  so  bright; 
I'll  sing  with  the  glittering  crown  on  my  brow, 
If  ever  I  loved  Thee,  my  Jesus,  'tis  now. 

Holy  Spirit,  Faithful  Guide. 


i 


M.  M.  Wells. 
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1    fHo-ly  Spir  -  it,  faith-ful  Guide,  Ev-er  near  the  Christian's  side,)  TXT- „_ -^  cmiia  fnr 
■^•iGen-tly  lead  us  by     the  hand,  Pil-grimsin     a  des  -  ertland.i   ^^^^-y  souis  lor 
D.  C— Whisp'ring  softly,  "Wand'rer,  come.  Follow  me,  I'll  guide  thee  home." 

„    f  Ev  -  er  pres-ent,  tru  -  est  Friend,  Ev  -  er  near  Thine  aid  to  lend,  \  when  the  storms  ar 
^  •  t  Leave  us  not  to  doubt  and  fear,  Grop  -  ing  on    in  darkness  drear,  j 
D.  C— Whisper  sof  t-ly, "  Wand'rer,come,  Fol  -  low  me,  I'll  guide  thee  home." 
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e'er  re-joice,  While  they  hear  that  sweetest  voice, 
rag-ing  sore,Hearts  grow  f  aint,and  hopes  give  o'er, 


ofct 


When  our  days  of  toil  shall  cease, 
Waiting  still  for  sweet  release, 
Nothing  left  but  heaven  and  prayer, 
Wondering  if  our  names  are  there; 
Wading  deep  the  dismal  flood, 
Pleading  naught  but  Jesus'  blood; 
Whisper  softly,  "Wanderer,  come, 
Follow  me,  I'll  guide  thee  home." 
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No.  281.      0  Love  that  Wilt  Not  Let  Me  Go, 
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Qeorge  Matheson. 


Albert  L.  Peace. 
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1,  0   Love  that  wilt    not  let  me 

2.  0    Light  that    f ollowest  all  my 
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go,        I    rest     my  wea-ry  soul  in    Thee, 
way,      I    yield  my  flickering  torch  to  Thee; 
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I    give  Thee  back  the  life     I     owe. 
My  heart  restores  its  bor-rowed  ray. 


That   in  Thine  o-cean  depths  its  flow 
That    in  Thy  sun-shine's  glow  its  day 
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May  rich-er     ful  -  ler      be. 
May  brighter     fair  -  er      be. 
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3  0  Joy  that  seekest  me  through  pain, 

I  cannot  close  my  heart  to  Thee; 
I  trace  the  rainbow  through  the  rain, 

And  feel  the  promise  is  not  vain 
That  morn  shall  tearless  be. 

4  0  cross  that  liftest  up  my  head, 

I  dare  not  ask  to  hide  from  Thee: 
I  lay  in  dust  life's  glory  dead, 

And  from  the  ground  there  blossoms  red 
Life  that  shall  endless  be. 


No.  284.         Oh,  For  a  Thousand  Tongues. 

Charles  Wesley. 
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1.  Oh,  for  a  thousand  tongues,  to  sing  My 

2.  My  gra-cious  Mas-ter  and  my  God,  As  • 
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great  Re-deemer's  praise;  The  glories  of  my 
•  sist  me  to  pro-claim,   To  spread  thro'  all  the 
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God  and  King,  the  triumphs  of  His  grace! 
earth  a-broad.  The  honors  of  Thy  name. 
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3  Jesus!  the  name  that  charms  our  fears, 

That  bids  our  screws  cease: 
'Tis  music  in  the  sinner's  ears, 
'Tis  life,  and  health,  and  peace. 

4  He  breaks  the  power  of  cancelled  sin. 

He  sets  the  prisoner  free; 
His  blood  can  make  the  foulest  clean. 
His  blood  availed  for  me. 
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No.  285.  Savior,  Like  a  Shepherd. 

Dorothy  A.  Thrupp.  r^.  William  B.  Bradbury. 
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y    (  Sav  -  ior,  like  a  shepherd  lead  us,  Much  we  need  Thy  tend'rest  care; 

•  I  In    Thj^  pleasant  pastures  feed  us,    For  our  use  Thy  folds  pre-pare: 
o   j  We  are  Thine;  do  Thou  befriend  us,    Be  the  Guardian  of  our  way; 

•  (  Keep  Thy  flock,  from  sin  defend  us.  Seek  us  when  we  go    a  -  stray: 


Je-sus, 
Je-sus, 
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Blessed  Jesus,  Thou  hast  bought  us,  Thine  we  are;  Jesus,  Thou  hast  bought  us.  Thine  we  are. 
Blessed  Jesus,  Hear,  oh,  hear  us  when  we  pray;      Jesus,  Hear,  oh,  hear  us  when  we  pray 
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Thou  hast  promised  to  receive  us, 
Poor  and  sinful  though  we  be; 

Thou  hast  mercy  to  relieve  us, 
Grace  to  cleanse,  and  power  to  free: 

Blessed  Jesus, 
We  will  early  turn  to  Thee. 


Early  let  us  seek  Thy  favor, 
Early  let  us  do  Thy  will; 

Blessed  Lord  and  only  Savior, 
With  Thy  love  our  bosoms  fill: 

Blessed  Jesus, 
Thou  hast  loved  us,  love  us  still. 


No.  286. 


I  Love  Thy  Kingdom,  Lord, 


Timothy  DwJght. 


Handel. 
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1.  I   love  Thy  king-dom.  Lord,  The  house  of  Thine  a-bode,  The  Church  our  blest  Re- 

2.  I   love  Thy  Church  0  God!  Her  walls    be  -  fore  Thee  stand,  Dear  as  the  ap  -  pie 


deem-er  saved  With  His  own  pre-cious  blood, 
of  Thine  eye,  And  grav-en      on  Thy  hand. 
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3  For  her  my  tears  shall  fall, 
For  her  my  prayers  ascend; 

To  her  my  cares  and  toil  be  given, 
TiU  toils  and  cares  shall  end. 

4  Beyond  my  highest  joy 

I  prize  her  heavenly  ways. 
Her  sweet  communion,solemn  vows, 
Her  hymns  of  love  and  praise. 


No.  287, 


Gome,  Thou  Almighty  King. 


Charles  Wesley. 


Felice  Qiardini. 


1.  Come,  Thou  Al-might-y  King,  Help  us  Thy  name    to  sing,  Help  us  to  praise:  Fa-ther  all- 

2.  Come,  Thou  in-car-nate  Word,  Gird  on  Thy  mighty  sword,  Our  prayer  attend;  Come,and  Thy 

3.  Come,  ho- ly    Com- fort -er.    Thy  sa-cred  wit  -  ness  bear  In  this  glad  hour;  Thou  who  al- 

4.  To      the  great  One    in  Three,  The  highest  prais  -  es  be  Hence,  ev-er-more!  His  sov'reign 
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glo  -  ri-ous.  O'er  all  vie  -  to  -  ri-ous,  Come,  and  reign  o-ver  us,  An-cient  of 
pec  -  pie  bless,  And  give  Thy  word  success:  Spir-it  of  ho  -  h-ness.  On  us  de- 
might-y  art,  Now  rule  in  ev  -  'ry  heart.  And  ne'er  from  us  de-part,  Spir  -  it  of 
maj  -  es  -  ty  May  we  in    glo  -  ry  see.  And  to    e  -  ter  -  ni  -  ty    Love  and  a  ■ 


days! 
■scend! 
pow'r! 
•dore! 
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No.  288.      Break  Thou  the  Bread  of  Life. 


Mary  Ann  Lathbury. 


William  F.  Sherwin. 
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1.  Break  Thou  the  bread  of  Uf  e,Dear  Lord,to  me,As  Thou  didst  break  the  loaves  Beside  the  sea, 

2.  Bless  Thou  the  truth,  dear  Lord,  To  me,  to  me.  As  Thou  didst  bless  the  bread  By  Gal-i  -  lee; 

3.  Teach    me  to  live,  dear  Lord,  On-ly  for  Thee,  As  Thy  dis  -  ci-ples  lived  In  Gal  -  i  -  lee; 


i 


££ 


^^^ 


^ 


pHe -^r--^     p— g--i     |r 


^^^^^j^S^^^J^^i^Ldj 


Be  -  yond  the  sacred  page   I  seek  Thee,  Lord;  My  spir-it  pants  for  Thee,  0  liv-ing  Word! 
Then  shall  all  bondage  cease,  All  f  et-ters  fall.  And    I  shall  find  my  peace.  My  all  in     all. 
Then,  all  my  struggles  o'er,  Then,  vict'ry  won,  I  shall  behold  Thee,  Lord,  The  living  one. 
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No.  291. 

Reginald  Heber. 


Holy,  Holy,  Holy. 


John  B.  Dykes. 
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1.  Ho  -  ly,  ho  -  ly,    ho    -    ly,         Lord       God  Al  -  might  -  y!       Ear  -  ly     in    the 

2.  Ho-ly,  ho-ly,    ho    -    ly!        all    the  saints  a  -  dore    Thee,  Cast -ing  down  their 

3.  Ho  -  ly,  ho  -  ly,    ho   -   ly!       tho'  the  dark-ness  hide  Thee,   Tho'  the  eye    of 
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morn  -  ing  our  song  shall  rise  to  Thee:  Ho  - 
gold-en  crowns  a-round  the  glass  -  y  sea;  Cher 
sin  -  f  ul  man    Thy  glo  -  ry  may  not     see:         On  ■ 
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ly,    ho  -  ly,      ho    -    ly, 
-  u  -  bim  and    sera  -  phim 
■  ly  Thou  art     ho    -   ly; 
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mer  -  ci  -  ful  and  might  -  y,  God  in  Three  Per 
fall  -  ing  down  be  -  fore  Thee,  Which  wert,  and  art, 
there  is  none  be  -  side  Thee,    Per  -  feet   in  pow'r 
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sons,  bless-ed  Trin  -  i  -  ty! 
and  ev  -  er-more  shalt  be. 
in     love,  and  pu  -  ri  -  ty. 
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No.  299. 

Isaac  Watts. 


Jesus  Shall  Reign. 


John  Hattonc 
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1.  Je  -  sus  shall  reign  wher-e'er 

2.  From  north  to  south  the    princ  • 

3.  To    Him  shall  end  -  less  prayer 

4.  Peo  -  pie  and  realms  of       ev  - 
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the  sun  Does  His  suc-ces  -  sive  jour  -  neys  run; 
es  meet,  To  pay  their  homage  at  His  feet; 
be  made.  And  end-less  prais-es  crown  His  head; 
'ry  tongue  Dwell  on  His  love  with  sweet  -  est  song, 
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His  king-dom  spread  from  shore  to  shore,  Till  moons  shall  wax  and  wane  no 
While  western  em  -  pires  own  their  Lord,  And  sav-age  tribes  at  -  tend  His 
His  name  like  sweet  per-fume  shall  rise  With  ev  -  'ry  morn  -  ing  sac  -  ri  - 
And   in  -  fant  voi  -  ces   shall  pro  -  claim  Their  ear  •  ly  bless  -  ings  on    His 
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S.  F.  Smith. 


America. 


The  National  Song  of  America. 
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English. 
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1.  My  country, 't  is    of  thee.  Sweet  land  of  lib  -  er-ty.    Of  thee  I    sing:  Land  where  my 

2.  My  na-tive  country,  thee.  Land  of  the  no  -  ble,  free.  Thy  name  I  love:      I  love  thy 

3.  Let  mu-sic  swell  the  breeze, And  ring  from  all  the  trees  Sweet  freedom's  song:  Let  mortal 

4.  Our  father's  God!  to  Thee,  Au-thor  of    lib  -  er  -  ty.    To  Thee  we  sing:  Long  may  our 
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fa  -    thers  died,  Land  of  the  pilgrims'  pride,From  ev-'ry  moun-tain  side  Let  free-dom  ring! 
rocks  and  rills,  Thy  woods  and  templed  hills;  My  heart  with  rapture  thrills  Like  that  a-bove. 
tongues  awake;  Let  all  that  breathe  partake;  Let  rocks  their  vSilence  break,The  sound  prolong 
land    be  bright  With  freedom's  ho-ly  light;  Pro-tect  us    by  Thy  might,  Great  God,  our  King! 


God  Save  the  King. 

The  National  Song  of  Britain. 

2.  3. 

Through  every  changing  scene,  Thy  choicest  gifts  in  store, 
0  Lord,  preserve  our  King;       On  him  be  pleased  to  pour; 


No.  354. 


God  save  our  gracious  King, 
Long  live  our  noble  King, 

God  save  the  King: 
Send  him  victorious, 
Happy  and  glorious, 
Long  to  reign  over  us; 

God  save  the  King. 


Long  may  he  reign: 
His  heart  inspire  and  move 
With  wisdom  from  above, 
And  in  a  nation's  love 

His  throne  maintain. 


Long  may  he  reign: 
May  he  defend  our  laws. 
And  ever  give  us  cause 
To  sing  with  heart  and  voice, 

God  save  the  King. 


No.  355.  My  Shepherd.    No.  356.    Delay  Not 


Psalm  23.  For  music  see  No.  246. 

1  The  Lord  is  my  Shepherd,  no  want  shall  I  know; 
I  feed  in  grieen  pastures,  safe  folded  I  rest; 

He  leadeth  my  soul  where  the  still  waters  flow, 
Restores  me  when  wand'ring,  redeems  when  oppress'd. 

2  Thro'  the  valley  and  shadow  of  death  tho'  I  stray, 
Since  Thou  art  my  Guardian,  no  evfl  I  fear; 

Thy  rod  shall  defend  me,  Thy  staff  be  my  stay; 
No  harm  can  befall  with  my  Comforter  near. 

3  In  the  midst  of  affiction  jny  table  is  spread; 
With  blessbgs  unmeasured  my  cup  runneth  o'er; 
With  perfume  and  oil  Thou  annointest  my  head; 

0  what  shall  I  ask  of  Thy  providence  more? 

4  Let  goodness  and  mercy,  my  bountiful  God, 
Still  follow  my  steps  till  I  meet  Thee  above. 

1  seek  by  the  path  which  my  fore-fathers  trod. 
Thro'  the  land  of  their  sojourn.  Thy  kingdom  of  love. 


For  muste  see  No.  246. 

1  Delay  not,  delay  not,  0  sinner,  draw  near, 

'  The  waters  of  life  are  dow  flowing  for  thee; 
No  price  is  demanded,  the  Savior  is  here, 
Redemption  is  purchased,  salvation  is  free. 

2  Delay  not,  delay  not,  why  longer  abuse 
The  love  and  compassion  of  Jesus,  thy  God? 
A  fountain  is  open,  how  canst  thou  refuse 

To  wash  and  be  cleansed  in  His  pardoning  blood^ 

3  Delay  not,  delay  not,  0  sinner,  to  come, 
For  Mercy  still  lingers  and  calls  thee  today: 
Her  voice  is  not  heard  in  the  vale  of  the  tomb; 
Her  message,  unheeded,  will  soon  pass  away. 

4  Delay  not,  delay  not,  the  Spirit  of  grace 

Long  grieved  and  resisted,  may  take  his  sad  flight, 
And  leave  thee  in  darkness  to  finish  thy  race, 
To  sink  in  the  gloom  of  eternity's  night. 


No.  357. 


Lord,  Our  Lord. 


1  Lord,  our  Lord,  o'er  earth's  vast 
How  exalted  is  Thy  name!  [frame, 
Who  hast  set  Thy  glory  bright 
Far  above  the  heaven's  height, 
How  great  Thy  name! 

.     Lord.our  Lord.in  all  the  earth, 

2  How  great  Thy  name! 

£     Who  hast  set  Thy  glory  bright 
^     Far  above  the  heaven's  height, 
How  great  Thy  name! 

2  From  the  mouth  of  children  young, 
From  the  infant's  lisping  tongue, 
Thou  hast  needed  strength  ordained 
Thus  Thy  vengeful  foes  restrained. 
How  great  Thy  name! 


Psalm  8.  For  mutie  see  No.  106. 

3  When  Thy  heaven's  I  survey. 
Which  Thy  fingers'  work  display, 
When  the  moon  and  stars  I  see 
Ordered  all  by  Thy  decree: 
How  great  thy  name! 

4  What  is  man  that  in  Thy  mind 
He  a  constant  place  should  find? 
What  the  son  of  man  that  he 
Should  be  visited  by  Thee? 
How  great  Thy  name! 

5  Thou  his  station  didst  ordain 
Just  below  the  angel  train; 
Glory  Thou  hast  o'er  him  shed. 
And  with  honor  crowned  his  head, 
How  great  Thy  name! 


6  Thou  hast  given  him  Command 
O'er  the  creatures  of  Thy  hand; 
And  beneath  his  feet  hast  laid 

All  the  works  which   Thou  hast 
How  great  Thy  name!        [made; 

7  Flocks  and  cattle,  every  tribe, 
Beasts  that  in  the  field  abide. 
Birds  that  thro'the  heaven's  roam, 
Fish  that  make  the  sea  their  home; 
How  great  Thy  name! 

8  Every  living  thing  that  strays, 
Thro'  the  oceans  secret  ways 
Lord,  our  Lord,  o'er  earth's'vast 
How  exalted  is  Thy  name:  [frame 
How  great  Thy  name! 


No.  358.    All  People  that  on  Earth  do  Dwell. 

Psalm  100.  Loui5  Bourgeois. 
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1.  All  peo  -  pie  that   on  earth  do  dwell.  Sing   to  the  Lord  with  cheer-ful  voice; Him  serve  with  mirth, His 

2.  BJiow  that  the  Lord  is  God  in-deed;  With-out  our  aid   He   did    us  make;We  are  His  flock.  He 
Praise  God  from  whom  all  blessings  floto,  Praise  Eim  all  creatures  here  below;  Praise  Him  a  -  hove    ye 
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praise  forth  tell.Come  ye  be  -  fore  Him  and  re  -  joice. 
doth  us  feed.  And  for  His  sheep  He  doth  us  take. 
heavenly  hosts'.  Praise  Father,  Son   and  Ho  •  lyOhost. 
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3  0  enter  then  His  gates  with  joy, 

Within  His  courts  His  praise  proclaim: 
Let  thankful  songs  your  tongues  employ, 
0  bless  and  magnify  His  name. 

4  Because  the  Lord  our  God  is  good, 

His  mercy  is  forever  sure; 
His  truth  at  all  times  firmly  stood. 
And  shall  from  age  to  age  endure. 


FRIDAY,  SEPTEMBER  1st 

MORNING 


9.00     Address. 


9.30     Report  of  Nominating  Committee. 

9.35    Address,  ** Our  Young  People  and  Missions."    Rev.  I.  W.  Williamson, 
Secretary,  Sunday  School  Association. 

10.1 5    Address,  *'  Two  Nations ;  One  Responsibility."    Rev.  W.  H.  G.  Temple, 
D,  D,,  Seattle. 

11.00    Address,  '*  British  Ooliimbia— One   of   the  Most   Promising   Fields   in 
Endeavordom. "    Rev.  H,  H.  Rottmann. 

Discujssion  on  any  of  above  subjects. 


AFTERNOON 
1.00     Committees* 

2»00     Conference  and  Ronnd  Table  Talk — 

Rev.  D.  A,  Poling,  Columbus,  Ohio, 

2.45    Address,  '*Our  Responsibility  for  a  Clean  City,"    Mr.  G.  F.  Gibson, 
Good  Goveriament  League, 

3.30     Junior  and  Intermediate  Rally— 

*■* Message  of  the  Nations." 
Address,  Rev,  D.  A,  Poling, 

Miss  C,  McKeiazie,  Supt.  Junior  Work. 

Miss  G,  Warner,  Supt.  Intermediate  Work. 


NATURE'S  FREAK.     SCENE  NEAR  VANCOUVER 


FRIDAY,  SEPTEMBER  1st 

EVENING 

7.45     Song  Service.    Led  by  Rev.  I.  W.  Williamson. 
Rev.  H.  A,  Carson  presiding. 

8.00    Address,  "A  Call  to  Work."    Rev.  W.  H.  G.  Temple,  Seattle,  Wash. 

8.40     Music  and  Offering. 

8.45    Illustrated  Address,  ** Basic  Principles  of  Christian  Endeavor."    Rev. 
H.  H.  Rottmann,  British  Columbia  Field  Secretary, 


SATURDAY,  SEPTEMBER  2nd 

MORNING 


9»00    Address,  "The  Christian  Endeavor  as  a  Soul  Winner,"      Rev.  D.  A. 
Poling. 

9.45     Address,  *'When  We  Return  Home,  What?"     Rev,  J.  K,  Unsworth, 
First  Congregational  Church,  Vancouver. 

10.30     Reports  of  Committees  and  Election  of  Officers. 


AFTERNOON 
SxCiursions.    Seeing  Vancouver  Exhibition,  Etc. 
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